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Amid the deſert rockes the mountaine beare 
Bringes forth unformd, unlyke herſelfe, her yonge, 
Nought els but lumpes of fleſhe, withouten heare ; 
In tract of time, her often lycking tong 

Geves them ſuch ſhape, as doth, 


ere long, delight 


The lookers on ; or, when one dogye doth ſhake 
With mooſled mouth the joyntes too weake to fight, 
Or, when upright he ſtandeth by his ſtake, 

(A noble creaſt !) or wylde in ſavage wood 

A doſyn dogges one holdeth at a baye, 

With gaping mouth and ſtayned jawes with blood; 
Or els, when from the fartheſt heavens, they 
The lode ſtarres are, the wery pilates marke, 

In ſtormes to gyde to haven the toſſed barke j —— 


Right ſo my muſe 
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Such as they are, or nought, or little woorth, 
Which carefull travell and a longer whyle 
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Hath now, at length, with travell long, brought forth 
Her tender whelpes, her divers kindes of ſtyle, 
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TOTHE READER, 


May better ſhape. The eldeſt of them loe 

I offer to the ſtake ; my youthfull woorke, 

Which one reprochefull mouth might overthrowe: 

The reſt, unlickt as yet, a whyle ſhall lurke, 

Tyll Tyme geve ſtrength, to meete and match in fight 
With Slaunder's whelpes. Then ſhall they tell of ſtryfe, 
Ot noble trymphes, and deedes of martial might ; 

And ſhall geve rules of chaſt and honeſt lyfe. 

The whyle, I pray, that ye with favour blame, 

Or rather not reprove the laughing game 

Of this my muſe. 


THE ARGUMENT 


Love hath inflamed twayne by ſodayn fight, 

And both do graunt the thing that both deſyre ; 
They wed in ſhrift, by counſell of a frier; 

Yong Romeus clymes fayre Juliet's bower by night, 
Three monthes he doth enjoy his cheefe delight: 
By Tybalt's rage provoked unto yre, 

He payeth death to 'Tybalt for his hyre. 

A baniſht man, he ſcapes by ſecret flight: 

New mariage is offred to his wyfe; 

She drinkes a drinke that ſeemes to reve her breath? 
They bury her, that ſleping yet hath lyfe. 

Her huſband heares the tydinges of her death 

He drinkes his bane ; and ſhe, with Romeus' knyfe, 
When ſhe awakes, herſelfe, alas! ſhe fleath; 
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ROMEUS N JULIET*?. 


There is beyond the Alps a towne of ancient fame, 

Where bright renoune yet ſhineth cleare, Verona men it name; 
Bylt in an happy time, bylt on a fertile ſoyle, 

Mavnteined by the heavenly fates, and by the towniſh toyle. 
The fruitefull hilles above, the pleaſant vales belowe, 

The filver ſtreame with chanel depe, that through the towne doth 


flow ; The 


* The original relater of this ſtory was Luigi da Porto, a gen- 
tleman of Vicenza, who died in 1529. His novel did not appear 
till ſome years after his death ; being firſt printed at Venice, in. oc- 
tavo, in 1535, under the title of La Giulietta. A ſecond edition 
was publiſhed in 1539. And it was again reprinted at the ſame place 
in 1553, (without the author's name) with the following title: 

> Hiftoria nuovemente ritrovata di due nobili Amanti, con la loro pietoſa 
morte; intervenuta gia nella Citta di Verona, nell tempo del Signor Bar— 
tolomeo dalla Scala. Nuovamente Stampata — There are ſame varia- 
tions in the editions. In an epiſtle prefixed to this work, which 
is addreſſed Ala belliſima e leggiadra Madonna Lucina Savorgnana, 
the author gives the following account of the manner in which he 
8 became acquainted with this ſtory ; 

% Siccome voi ſteſſa vedeſte, mentre il cielo verſo me in tutto 
ogni ſuo ſdegno rivolto non ebbe, nel bel principio di mia giova- 
nezza al meſtier dell'arme mi diedi, e in quella molti grandi et va— 
Joroh uomini ſeguendo, nella dilettevole voſtra patria del Frioli al- 
cun anno mi eſſercitai; per la quale, ſecondo i caſi, quando privata- 
mente or quincror quindi ſervendo, m' era biſog no di andare. Aveva 
io per continuo uſo cavalcando di menar meco uno mio arciero, u— 
omo di forſe cinquanta anni, pratico nell' arte e piacevoliſſimo, 
e come quaſi tutti que? di Verona (ov* egli nacque) ſono, parlante 
molto, et chiamato Peregrino. Queſti oltra che animoſo et eſ- 
perto ſoldate fuſſe, leggiadro & forſe piu di quello che agli anni ſuoi 
ſi ſaria convenuto, innamorato ſempre fi ritrovava, il che al ſuo va— 
Jore doppio valore aggiugneva: onde le più belle novelle & con miglior 
ordine e grazia ſi dilettava di raccontare; e maſſimamente quelle 
che di amore parlavano, che alcun altro, ch' io udiſſi giammai. 
Per la qual coſa partendo io da Gradiſca, ove in alloggiamenti mi 
ſtava, & con coſtui e due altri miei, forſe d' amore ſoſpinto, verſa 
Udine venendo; la quale ſtrada molto ſolinga, e tutta per la guerra 
arſa e diſtrutta in quel tempo era, e molto dal penſiero ſoppreſſo 

e lontano dagli altri venendomi, accoſtatomiſi il detto Peregrino, 
come quello che i miei penſieri indovinava, cosi mi diſſe: Volete 
voi ſempre in triſta vita vivere, perchè una bella crudele, altramente 
moſtrando, poco vi ami? E benche contro a me ſteſſo dica, pure 
perche meglio si danno, che non fi ritengono, i conſigli, = dirò, 

| Patrog 


, e 
e er 


ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


The ſtore of ſpringes that ſerve for uſe, and eke for eaſe, 

And other moe commodities, which profit may and pleaſe 

Eke many certayne fignes of thinges betyde of olde, 

To fyll the houngry eyes of thoſe that curiouſly beholde; 

Doe make this towne to be be preferde above the reſt 

Of Lombard townes, or, at the leaſt, compared with the beſt. 

In which whyle Eſcalus as prince alone did raygne, 

To reache rewarde unto the good, to paye the lewde with payne, 

Alas! I rewe to thinke, an heavy happe befell, 

Which Boccace ſkant, not my rude tonge, were able foorth to 
tell. 

Within my trembling hande my penne doth ſhake for feare, 

And, on my colde amazed head, upright doth ſtand my heare. 

But ſith ſhee doeth commaunde, whoſe heſt Imuſt obeye, 

In moorning verſe a woful chaunce to tell I will aſſaye. 

Helpe learned Pallas, helpe ye Muſes with your art, 

Help all ye damned feends, to tell of joyes retourn'd to ſmart : 

Help eke, ye ſiſters three, my ſkilleſſe pen tindyte, 

For you it caus'd which I alas! unable am to wryte. 

There were two auncient ſtocks, which Fortune hygh did place 
Above the reſt, indewd with welth, and nobler of their race; 
Lov'd of the common forte, lov'd of the prince alike, 

And lyke unhappy were they both, when Fortune hit to ſtryke; 
Whole prayſe with equal blaſt Fame in her trumpet blew ; 

'The one was clyped Capelet, and thother Mountague. 

A wonted uſe it is, that men of likely forte, 

(1 wot not by what turye fors'd) envye eache others porte. 

So theſe, whoſe egall ſtate bred envye pale of hew, 


And then of grudging envie's roote blacke hate and rancor grew; 


As of a littel ſparke oft ryſeth mighty tyre, 

So, of a kyndled ſparke of grudge, in flames flaſh oute their eyre: 
And then theyr deadly foode, firſt hatch'd of trifling ſtryfe, 

Did bathe in bloud of ſmarting woundes, it reved breth and lyfe, 
No legend lye I tell; ſcarce yet theyr eyes be drye, 

That did behold the gritly fight with wet and weeping eye. 

But when the prudent prince who there the ſcepter helde, 

So great a new diforder in his commonweale behelde, 

By jentyl meane he ſought their choler to aſſwage, 

And by perſwaſion to appeaſe their blameful furious rage; 


Patron mio, che oltra che a voi nell' eſſercizio, che ſiete, lo ſtar 
molto nella prigion d' amore ſi diſdica; si triſti ſon quaſi tutti 1 
fint, a'quali egli ci conduce, ch' e uno pericolo il ſeguirlo : En 
teſtimonianza di cio, quando a voi piaceſſe, potre' jo una novella 
nella mia citta avvenuta, che la ſtrada men ſolitaria, e men rin- 
creſcevole ci faria, raccontarvi; nella quale ſentireſte come due no- 
bili amanti a miſera e piatoſa morte guidati foſſero. E gia avendo 
jo fatto ſegno di udirlo yolontieri, egli cosi cominciò.“ 
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ROMEUS AN D JULIET. 


But both his woords and tyme the prince hath ſpent in vayne 
So rooted was the inward hate, he loſt. his buyſy payne. 
When frendly ſage adviſe ne gentyll woords avayle; 
By thondring threats and princely powre their courage gan he 
uayle ; 
In —— that when he had the waſting flame ſuppreſt, 
In time he ſhould quyte quench the ſparke that boornd within 
their breſt. 
Now whylſt theſe kyndreds do remayne in this eſtate, 
And eche with outward frendly ſhew doth hyde his inward hate, 
One Romeus, who was of race a Mountague, 
Upon whoſe tender chyn as yet no manlyke beard there grewe, 
Whoſe beauty and whoſe ſhape ſo farre the reſt dyd ſtayne, 
That from the cheef of Veron youth he greateſt fame dyd gayne, 
Hath founde a mayde ſo fayre (he founde fo foule his happe) 
Whoſe beauty, ſhape, and comely grace, did ſo his heart entrappe, 
That from his owne affayres his thought ſhe did remove; 
Onely he ſought to honor her, to ſerve her and to love, | 
To her he writeth oft, oft meſſengers are ſent, ET 
At length, in hope of better ſpede, himſelfe the lover went ; 
Preſent to pleade for grace, which abſent was not founde, 
And to diſcover to her eye his new receaved wounde. 
But ſhe that from her youth was foſtred evermore 
With vertue's foode, and taught in ſchole of wiſdome's ſkilfull 
. lore, 
By aunſwere did cutte off thaffections of his love, 
That he no more occaſion had ſo vayne a ſute to move: 
So ſterne ſhe was of chere, (tor all the payne he tooke) 


That, in reward of toyle, ſhe would not geve a frendly looke ; 


And yet how much ſhe did with conſtant mind retyre, 
So much the more his tervent minde was prickt fourth by deſyre, 
But when he, many monthes, hopeleſs of his recure, 


Had ſerved her, who forced not what paynes he did endure, 


At length he thought to leave Verona, and to prove 

If chaunge of place might chaunge away his ill-beſtowed love; 
And ſpeaking to himſelte, thus gan he make his mone : 
What booteth me to love and ſerve a fell unthankfull one, 
Sith that my humble ſute, and labour ſowde in vayne, 

Can reape none other fruite at all but ſcorne and proude diſdayne ? 
What way ſhe ſeckes to goe, the ſame I ſecke to runne, 

But ſhe the path wherein I treade with ſpedy flight doth ſhunne, 
I cannot live except that nere to her I be; 

She is ay beſt content when ſhe is fartheſt of from me. 
Wherefore hencetorth I will farre from her take my flight; 
Perhaps, mine eye once baniſhed by abſence from her ſight, 
This fyre of myne, that by her pleaſant eyne is fed, 

Shall little and little weare away, and quite at laſt be ded,” 


But 


WEE 
1 


3 


ROME US AND JULI Er. 


But whileſt he did decree this purpoſe ſtill to kepe, 
A contrary repugnant thought ſanke in his breſt ſo depe, 
That douteful is he now which of the wayne is belt, 
In ſyghs, in teares, in plainte, in care, in ſorow and unreſt, 
He mones the daye, he wakes the long and werey night; 
So depe hath love, with pearcing hand, ygrav'd her bewty bright 
Within his bre, and hath fo maſtred quyte his hart, 
That he of force muſt yelde as thrall; no way is left to ſlart. 
He cannot ſtaye his ſteppe, but forth gyn! muſt he ronne, 
Ee lang aiſteth and melts awaye, as ſnowe agaynſt the ſonne. 
His ky ndred and alyes do wander what he ayles, 
And eche of them in trendly wyſe his heavy hap bewayles, 
But one emong the reſt, the truſtieſt of his feeres, 
Farre more then he with counſel fild, and ryper of his yeeres, 
Gan ſharply him rebuke ; ſuch love to him he bare, 
That he was fellow of his ſmart, and partner of his care, 
„% What meanſt thou Romeus, quoth he, what doting rage 
Doth make thee thus conſume away the beſt part of thine-age, 
In ſeking her that ſcornes, and hydes her from thy fight, 
Not toriing all thy great expence, ne yet thy honor bright, 
Thy teares, thy wretched lyte, ne thine un{potted truth, 
Which are of torce, I w ene, to move the hardeſt hart to ruthe ? 
Now, for our frendſhip's ſake, and for thy health, I pray 


That thou hence foorth become thine owne; O give no more away 


Unto a thankles wight thy pretious free eſtate: 

In that thou loweſt fuch a one thou ſeemſt thyſelf to hate. 

For ſhe doth love els where, and then thy time is lorne; 

Or els (what booteth thee to ſue?) Love's court ſhe hath forſerpe 
Both yong thou art of yeres, and high in Fortune's grace: 
What man is better ſhap than thou; who hath a ſweeter face? 
By painfull ſtudie's meane great learning haſt thou wonne, 

Thy parents have none other heyre, thou art r onely ſonne. 
What greater greete, trowſt thou, what wotul dedly ſmart, 
Should ſo be able to diltraine thy ſeely father's hart, 

As in his age to ſee thee plonged deepe in vice, 

When greateit hope he hath'to heare thy vertue's fame ariſe ? 
What ſhall thy kinſmen think, thou cauſe of all their ruthe ? 
Thy dedly toes doe laugh to ſkorne thy yll-employed youth. 
Wherefore my counlell is, that thou henceforth beginne 

To knowe and flye the errour which to long thou livedſt in. 
Remove the veale of love that kepes thine eyes ſo blynde, 
That thou ne canit the ready path of thy forefathers fynde. 
But it unto thy will ſo much in thrall thou art, 

Yet in ſome other place beſtowe thy witles wandring hart. 
Chooſe out ſome woorthy dame, her honor thou, and ſerve, 
Who will give eare to thy complaint, and pitty ere thou ſterve, 
But ſow no more thy paynes in ſuch a barraine ſoyle 

As yelds in harveſt time no crop, in recompence of toyle, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Ere long the towniſh dames together will reſort, _— 


Some one of beauty, favour, ſhape, and of fo lovely porte, 1 
With ſo faſt fixed eye perhaps thou mayſt beholde, # 

That thou ſhalt quite forget thy love and paſſions paſt of olde.“ 42 
The yong man's lining eare receiv'd the holſome ſounde, 1 
And reaſon's truth y- -planted ſo, within his head had grounde; . . = 
That now with healthy coole y-tempred is the heate, E 
And piece meale weares away the greefe that erſt his heart did 3 
freate. us 
To his approved frend a ſolemne othe he plight, = 
At every feaſt y-kept by day, and banquet made by night, W 
At pardons in the churche, at games in open fireate, 1 
And every where he w ould reſort where ladies wont to mete 3 1 


ke ſhould his ſavage heart like all indifferently, 
For he would vew and judge them all with unallurcd eye. 
How happy had he been, had he not been forſworne! 
But twice as happy had he been, had he been never borne, 
For ere the moone could thriſe her waſted hornes renew, 
Falſe Fortune caſt for him, poore wretch, a miſchiefe newe te 
brewe. 
The wery winter nightes reſtore the Chriſtmas games, 
And now the ſeſon doth invite to banquet towniſh dames. 
And fyrſt in CapePs houſe, the chiefe of all the kyn 
Sparth for no coſt, the wonted uſe of banquets to begin, 
No lady tayre or fowle was in Verona towne, 
No Knight or gentelman of high or lowe renowne, 
But Capilet himſelte hath by d unto his teaſt, 
Or, by his name in paper ſent, appointed as a geaſt. 
Yong damſels thither flocke, of bachelers a rowte, 
Not 10 much for the b: 1 s ſake, as bewties to ſerche out, 
But not a Montagew would enter at his gate, 
(For, as you heard, the Capilets and they were at debate) 
Swe Romens, : and he in maſk e, with hydden face, 
The . done, with other fire did preaſe into the place. 
When they had maſkd a while with dames in courtly wiſe, 
All did unmaſke ; the reit did ſhew them to theyr ladies eyes 
But baſhfull Romeus with ſhamefaſt face forſooke 
The open preuſe, and him withdrew into the chamber's nooke, 
But brighter than the ſunne the waxen torches ſhone, 
That, maugre what he could, he was eſpyd of every one, 
But of the women cheete, they r gaſing eyes that threwe, 
To woonder at his ſightly ſhape, and bewtic's ſpotles hewe ; 4 
* Ith which the heavens him had and nature fo bedect, ES: 
hat ladies, thought the fayreſt dames, were fowle in his reſpect, * 
"FF in chey r head beſyde an other woonder role, 
How he durſt put himſelte in throng among ſo many foes 3 
Of courage ſtoute they thought his cummi ng to procede, 3 
And women love an har: dy hart, as I in ſtories rede. 0 
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ROMEUS' AND JULIET. 


The Capilets diſdayne the preſence of theyr foe, 

Yet they ſuppreſſe theyr ſtyred yre ; the cauſe I doe not knowe : 

Perhaps toffend theyr geſtes the courteous Knights are loth; 

Perhaps they ſtay from ſharpe revenge, dreadyng the prince's 
wrotn ; 

Perhaps for that they ſhamd to exerciſe theyr rage 

Within their houſe, gainſt one alone, and him of tender age. 

'They uſe no taunting talke, ne harme him by theyr deede, 

They neyther ſay, what makſt thou here, ne yet they ſay, God 
ſpeede. 

So that he freely might the ladies view at eaſe, 

And they alſo behelding him their chaunge of fanſies pleaſe; 

Which Nature had hym taught to doe with ſuch a grace, 


That there was none but joyed at his being there in place. 


With upright beame he wayd the beauty of eche dame, 

And judgd who beſt, and who next her; was wrought in na⸗ 
ture's frame. 

At length he ſaw a mayd, right fayre, of perfect ſhape, 

(Which heſeus or Paris would have choſen to their rape) 

Whom erſt he never ſawe; of all ſhe pleaſde him moſt; 

Within himſelte he ſayd to her, thou juſtly mayſt thee boſle 

Of perfet ſhape's renowne and beautie's ſounding prayle, 

Whoſe like ne hath, ne ſhall be ſeene, ne liveth in our dayes. 

And whilſt he fixd on her his partiall perced eye, 

His former love, for which of late he ready was to dye, 

Is nowe as quite forgotte as it had never been : 

The proverbe ſaith, unminded oft are they that are unſeene. 

And as out of a planke a nayle a nayle doth drive, 

So novel love out of the minde the auncient love doth rive. 

This ſodain kindled fyre in time is wox fo great, 

That only death and both theyr blouds might quench the fiery 
heate. 

When Romeus ſaw himſelfe in this new tempeſt toſt, 

Where both was hope of pleaſant port, and daunger to be loſt, 

He doudtetull ſkately knew what countenance to keepe ; 

In Lethie's floud his wonted flames were quenchd and drenched 
deepe. 

Yea he forgets himſelfe, ne is the wretch ſo bolde 

To aſke her name that without force hath him in bondage folde ; 

Ne how tunlooſe his bondes doth the poore foole deviſe, 

But onely ſceketh by her fight to feede his houngry eyes; 

Through them he iwalloweth downe Love's ſweete empoyſonde 
baite: | | 

How ſurely are the wareles wrapt by thoſe that lye in wayte ! 

So 1s the poyſon ſpred throughout his bones and vaines, 

That in a while (alas the while) it haſteth deadly paines. 

Whilſt Juliet, for fo this gentle damſell hight, 

From ſyde ſo ſyde on every one dyd caſt about her ſight, 
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12 ROME US AND JULIET:. 


At laſt her floting eyes were ancored faſt on him, 
Who for her ſake dyd baniſh health and fredome from eche 
limme. | 
He in her fight did ſeeme to paſſe the reſt, as farre 
| As Phoebus? ſhining beames do paſſe the brightnes of a ſtarre. 
1 In wayte laye warlike Love with golden bowe and ſhaft, 
And to his eare with ſteady hand the bowſtring up he raft: 
Till now ſhe had eſcapde his ſharpe inflaming darte, 
Till now he liſted not aſſaulte her yong and tender hart. 
His whetted arrow looſde, fo touchd her to the quicke, 
That through the eye it ſtrake the hart, and there the hedde did 
ſticke. N | | 
It booted not to ſtrive. For why ?—ſhe wanted ſtrength; 
The weaker aye unto the ſtrong, of force, muſt yeld at length. 
The pomps now of the feaſt her heart gyns to deſpyſe ; 
And onely joyeth whan her eyen meete with her lover's eyes. 
When theyr new ſmitten heartes had fed on loving gleames, 
Whil', paſſing too and frotheyr eyes, y-mingled were theyrbeames, 
Eche of theſe lovers gan by other's lookes to knowe, 
That frendſhip in theyr breſt had roote, and both would have it 
row. 
When thus in both theyr harts had Cupide made his breache, 
=_— And eche of them had ſought the meane to end the warre by - 
1 | ſ each, 8 
|. 1 did aſſent, theyr purpoſe to advaunce. 
0 With torche in hand a comely knight did fetch her foorth te 
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| | daunce ; | | 

5 She quit herſelfe ſo well and with ſo trim a grace 

o "That ſhe the cheefe prayſe wan that night from all Verona race: 
= The whilſt our Romeus a place had warely wonne, 


Nye to the ſeate where ſhe mult fit, the daunce once beyng donne. 
Fayre Juliet tourned to her chayre with pleaſant cheere, 

And glad ſhe was her Romeus approched was ſo neere. 

At thone ſyde of her chayre her lover Romeo, 

| And on the other ſyde there fat one cald Mercutio ; 

4 A courtier that eche where was highly had in price, 

x For he was coorteous bf his ſpeeche, and pleaſant of deviſe, 

| Even as a lyon would emong the lambes be bolde, 

: Such was emong the baſhtul maydes Mercutio to beholde. 

1 With frendly gripe he ceasd fayre Juliet's ſnowiſh hand : 


4 A gytt he had, that Nature gave him in his ſwathing band, 

4 | That froſen mountayne yſe was never halte ſo cold, | 

4 As were his handes, though nere ſo ncer the fire he did them 
| hold, 5 | 

. As ſoon as had the knight the virgin's right hand raught, 


Within his trembling hand her left hath loving Romeus caught, 
For he wiſt well himſelfe for her abode moſt payne, | 
And well he wik ſhe loyd him beſt, unleſs ſhe lift to fayne. 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET:. 


Then ſhe with flender hand his tender palm hath preſt; 

What joy, trow you, was grafted ſo in Romeus' cloven breſt? 

The ſodayne ſweete delight hath ſlopped quite his tong, 

Ne can he clame of her his right, ne crave redreſſe of wrong. 

But ſhe eſpyd ſtraight waye, by chaunging of his hewe 

From pale to red, from red to pale, and ſo from pale anewe, 

That vehment love was cauſe why fo his tong did ſtay, 

And ſo much more ſhe longd to heare what Love could teach him 
(aye. - 

When the had longed long, and he long held his peace, _ 

And her deſyre of hearing him by ſylence did increaſe, 

At laſt, with trembling voyce and ſhametalt chere, the mayde 


Unto her Romeus tournde her ſelfe, and thus to him ſhe ſayde: 


* O bleſſed be the time of thy arrivall here! —“ 
But ere ſhe could ſpeake forth the reſt, to her Love drewe ſo nere, 
And ſo within her mouth her tongue he glewed faſt, 
That no one woord coul ſcape her more then what already paſt. 
In great contented eaſe the yong man ſtraight is rapt: 
What chaunce (quoth he) unware to me, O lady mine, is hapt: 
That geves you worthy cauſe my cumming here to blefle ? 
Fayre Juliet was come agayne unto her ſelfe by this; 
Fyrſt ruthfully ſhe lookd, then ſayd with ſmyling chere: 
„% Mervayle no whit, my hearte's delight, my only knight and 

feere, | 

Mercutio's yſy hande had all to-froſen myne, 
And of thy goodneſs thou agayne haſt warmed it with thyne.“ 
Whereto with ſtayed brow gan Romeus replye : | 
If ſo the Gods have graunted me ſuche favor from the ſkye, 
That by my being here ſome ſervice | have donne 
That pleaſeth you, I am as glad as I a realme had wonne, 
O wel- beſtowed tyme that hath the happy hyre, 
Which I woulde wiſh it I might have my wiſhed hart's defire ! 
For I of God woulde crave, as pryſe of paynes forpatt, 
To ſerve, obey and honor you, ſo long as ly fe ſhall laſt ; 
As proofe ſhall teache you playne, if that you like to trye 
His faltles truth, that nill for ought unto his lady lye. 


But if my touched hand have warmed yours ſome dele, 
Aſſure your ſelfe the heate is colde which in your hand you fele, 


Compard to ſuche quicke ſparks and glowing furious gleade, 
As from your bewtie's pleaſant eyne Love cauſed to proceade; 
Which have ſo ſet on fyre eche feling parte of myne, 
That lo! my mynde doeth melt awaye, my utward parts do pyne. 
And, but you helpe all whole, to aſhes ſhall I toorne ; 
Wherefore, alas! have ruth on him, whom you do force to 
boorne.“ 

Even with his ended tale, the torches-daunce had ende, 

And Juliet of force maſt part from her new. choſen frend. 


His 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


His hand ſhe claſped hard, and all her partes dyd ſhake, 

When layſureles with whiſpring voyce thus did ſhe aunſwer 
wake : 

& You are no more your owne, deare frend, then I am yours; 

My honour ſavd, preſt tobey your will, while life endures.” 

Lo! here the lucky lot that ſild true lovers finde, 

Eche takes away the other's hart, and leaves the owne behinde. 

A happy lite is love, if God graunt from above | 

That hart with hart by even waight do make exchaunge of love. 

But Romeus gone from her, his hart for care is colde ; 

He hath forgot to aſk her name, that hath his hart in holde. 

With forged careles cheere, of one he ſeekes to knowe, 

Both how ſhe hight, and whence ſhe camme, that him enchaunt- 
ed ſo. . 

So hath he learnd her name, and knowth ſhe is no geaſt, 

Her father was a Capilet, and maſter of the fealt, 

Thus hath his foe in choyſe to geve him life or death, 

That ſcarcely can his wofull breſt keepe in the lively breath. 

Vheretore with pitious plaint feerce Fortune doth he blame, 

That in his ruth and wretched plight doth ſceke her laughing 
game. 

And he reproveth love cheeſe cauſe of his unreſt, 

W ho eaſe and treedome hath exilde out of his youth full breſt: 

Twiſe hath he made him ſerve, hopeles ot his rewarde; : 

Ot both the ylles to choole the letle, I weene, the choyſe were 
harde. | 

Fyrſt to a ruthles one he made him ſue for grace, 

And now with ſpurre he forceth him to ronne an endles race, 

Amid theſe ſtormy ſeas one ancor doth him holde, 

He ſerveth not a cruell one, as he had done of olde; 

And therefore is content and chooſeth ſtill to ſerve, 

Though hap ſhould ſweare that guerdonles the wretched wight 
ſhould iterve, | 

The lot of Tantalus is, Romeus, like to thine; 

For want of foode, amid his toode, the myſer ſtill doth pyne. 

As carefull was the mayde What way were beſt deviſe, 

To learne his name that intertaind her in ſo gentle wiſe; 

Of whom her hart receivd fo depe, ſo wyde, a wound. 

An ancient dame ſhe calde to her, and in her eare. gan rounde : 

(This old dame in her youth had nurſt her with her mylke, 

With ſlender nedel taught her fow, and how to ſpyn with ſylke.) 


What twayne are thoſe, quoth ſhe, which preaſe unto the doore, 


Whoſe pages in their hand do beare two torches light before: 

And then, as eche of them had of his houſhold name, 

So ſhe him nam'd.— Vet once again the young and wyly dame— 

& And tell me who is he with vyſor in his hand, 

That yonder dooth in maſking weede beſyde the window ſtand.” 
His 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 15 


His name is Romeus, ſaid ſhee, a Montegewe, 

Whoſe father's pryde firſt ſtyrd the ſtryfe which both your houſ- 
holds rewe. | 

The word of Montegew her joyes did overthrow, 

And ſtraight inſtead of happy hope deſpayre began to growe. . 

What hap have I, quoth ſhe, to love my father's foe ? 

What, am I wery of my wele * what, doe I wyſh my woe? 

But though her grevouſe paynes diſtraind her tender hart, 

Vet with an outward ſhow of joye ſhe cloked inward ſmart ; 

And of the courtlike dames her leave ſo courtly tooke, 

That none did geſſe the ſodein change by changing of her looke. 

Then at her mother's heit to chamber ſhe her hyed, 

So wel the faynde, mother ne nors the hidden harme deſeride. 

But when ſhe ſhoulde have ſlept as wont ſhe was in bed, 

Not half a wynke of quyet ſlepe could harber in her hed ; 

For loe, an hugy heape of divers thoughtes ariſe, 

That reſt have baniſht from her hart, and flumber from her eyes. 

And now from ſyde to ſyde ſhe toſſeth and ſhe turnes, 

And now for feare ſhe ſhevereth, and now for love ſhe burnes. 

And now ſhe lykes her choyſe, and now her choyſe ſhe blames, 

And now eche houre within her head a thouſand fanſyes frames. 

Sometime in mynde to ſtop amyd her courſe begonne, 

Sometime ſhe vowes, what ſo betyde, thattempted race to ronne. 

Thus danger's dred and love within the mayden fought ; 

The fight was feerſe, continuyng long by their contrary thought, 

In tourning maſe of love ſhe wandreth too and fro, 

Then itandeth doutful what to doo; laſt, overpreſt with woe, 

How ſo her fanſies ceaſe, her teares did never blin, 

With heavy cheere and wringed hands thus doth her plaint begin. 

&« Ah ſilly foole, quoth ſhe, y-cought in ſoottill ſnare 

Ah wretched wench, bewrapt in woe! ah caytife clad with 

care! 

Whence come theſe wandring thoughts to thy unconſtant breſt, 

By ſtraying thus from raiſon's lore, that reve thy wonted reſt ? 

What if his ſuttel brayne to fayne have taught his tong, 

And ſo the ſnake that lurkes in grafle thy tender hart hath ſtong? 

What if with trendly ſpeache the traytor lye in wayte, 

As oft the poyſond hooke is hid, wrapt in the pleaſant bayte? 

Oft under cloke of truth hath Falſhood ſerved her luſt ; 

And toorn'd their honor into ſhame, that did to ſlightly truſt, 

What, was not Dido ſo, a crowned queene, defamd ? 

And cke, for ſuch an heynous cryme, have men not Theſeus 

blamd ? 

A thouſand ſtories more, to teache me to beware, 

In Boccace and in Ovid's bookes too plainely written are, 

Perhaps, the great revenge he cannot woorke by ſtrength, 

By ſuttel fleight (my honour ſtaynd) he hopes to woorke at length, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


So ſhall I ſeeke to find my father's foe, his game; 
So (I detylde) Report ſhall take her trompe of blacke defame, 
Whence ſhe with pufted cheeke ſhall blowe a blaſt fo ſhrill 
Of my diſprayſe, that with the noyſe Verona ſhall ſhe fill. 
Then |, a laughing ſtocke through all the towne becomme, 
Shall hide my ſelfe, but not my ſhame, within an hollowe toombe.“ 
Straight underneath her foote ſhe treadeth in the duſt 
Her troublefom thought, as wholy vaine, y-bred of fond diſtruſt, 
No, no, by God above, I wot it well, quoth ſhee, 
Although I raſhely ſpake before, in no wiſe can it bee, 
That where ſuch pertet ſhape with pleaſant bewty reſtes, 
There crooked craft and trayſon blacke ſhould be appoynted geſtes. 
Sage writers ſay, the thoughts are dwelling in the eyne; 
Then ſure I am, as Cupid raignes, that Romeus is myne. 
The tong the meſſenger eke call they of the mynd ; 
So that I ſee he loveth me :—ſhall | then be unkynd ? 
His face's roſy hew I ſaw full oft to ſeeke; 
And itraight again it flaſhed toorth, and ſpred in eyther cheeke. 
His fixed heavenly eyne that through me quyte did perce 
His thoughts unto my hart, my thoughts thei ſemed to rehearce. 
What ment his foltring tunge in telling of his tale? 
The trimbling of his joynts, and eke his cooler waxen pale? 
And whilſt J talke wich him, himſelf he hath exylde 
Out of himſelf, as ſeemed me; ne was | ſure begylde. 
"Thoſe e arguments of love Craft wrate not on his tace, 
But Nature's hand, when all deceyte was baniſhd out of place. 
What other certayn fignes ſeke Jof his good wil? 
Theſe doo ſuffice ; and ſtedfaſt | will love and ſerve him ſtyll, 
Till Attropos ſhall cut my fatall thread of lyfe, 
So that he mynde to make of me his lawful wedded wyfe. 
For ſo perchaunce this new alliance may procure 
Unto our houles ſuch a peace as ever ſhall indure.”? 

Oh how we can perſwade ourſelf to what we like! 
And how we can diſwade our mynd, if ought our mind miſlyke ! 
Weake arguments are ſtronge, our fanſies ſtreight to frame 
To pleaſing things, and eke to ſhonne, if we miſlyke the ſame. 
The mayde had ſcarcely yet ended the wery warre, 
Kept in her heart by ſtriving thoughts, when every ſhining ſtarre 
Had payd his borrowed light, and Phœbus ſpred in ſkies 
His golden rayes, which ſeemd to ſay, now time it is to riſe, 
And Romeus had by this torſaken his wery bed, 
Where reſtles he a thouſand thoughts had forged | in his hed, 
And while with lingring ſtep by Juliet? s houſe he paſt, 
And upwards to her windowes high his greedy eyes did caſt, 
„His love that lookd for him there gan he ſtraight eſpye. 
With pleaſant cheere eche greeted is; ſhe followeth with her eye 
Bis parting ſteppes, and he oft looketh backe againe, 


Bui not fo oft as he deſyres ; warely he doth refrayne. 
What 
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ROME US AND JULIE T. 17 


What life were like to love, if dread of jeopardy 

Y-ſowred not the ſweete; if love were free from jeloſy ! 

But ſhe more ſure within, unſeene of any wight, 

When ſo he comes, lookes after him till he be out of fight. 

In often paſling ſo, his buſy eyes he threw, 

That every pane and tooting hole the wily lover knew. 

In happy houre he doth a garden plot eſpye, _ 

From which, except he warely walke, men may his love deſcrye 
For lo! it fronted full upon her leaning place, 

Where ſhe is wont to ſhew her heart by cheerefull frendly face. 
And leſt the arbors might theyr ſecret love bewraye, 

Hedoth keepe backe his forward foote from paſling there by daye; 
But when on earth the Night her mantel blacke harh ſpred, 
Well-armde he walketh foorth alone, ne dreadful foes doth dred. 
Whom maketh Love not bold, naye whom makes he not blinde ? 
He driveth daungers dread oft times out of the lover's minde. 
By night he paſſeth here a weeke or two in vayne; | 
And tor the miſſing of his marke his greefe hath hym nye ſlaine, 
And Juliet that now doth lacke her heart's releefe,— - 

Her Romeus' pleaſant eyen 1 mean is almoſt dead for greefe. 
Eche day ſhe chaungeth howres, for lovers keepe an howre, 
When they are {ure to ſee theyr love, in paſſing by their bowre. 
Impacient of her woe, ſhe hapt to leane one night 

Within her windowe, and anon the moone did ſhine fo bright 
That ſhe eſpyde her loove ; her hart revived ſprang ; 


And now for joy ſhe claps her handes, which erſt for wo ſhe 


wrang.. | 

Eke N when he ſawe his long deſyred ſight, 

His moorning cloke of mone caſt of, hath clad him with delight. 

Vet dare I ſay, of both that ſhe rejoyced more: 

His care was great, hers twiſe as great was, all the time before; 

For whilſt ſhe knew not why he did himſelfe abſent, 

In douting both his health and life, his death ſhe did lament. 

For love is fearful oft where 1s no cauſe of feare, 

And what love feares, that love laments, as though it chaunced 

weare, 

Of greater cauſe alway is greater woorke y-bred ; 

While he nought douteth of her helth, ſhe dreads leſt he be ded. 

When onely abſence is the cauſe of Romeus? ſmart, 

By happy hope of ſight againe he feedes his fainting hart, 

What wonder then if he were wrapt in leſſe annoye? 

What marvel if by ſodain fight ſhe fed of greater joye? 

His ſmaller greefe or joy no ſmaller love doo prove; 

Ne, tor ſhe paſſed him in both, did ſhe him paſſe in love: 

But eche of them alike dyd burne in equall flame, 

The wel-beloving knight and eke the wel-beloved dame. 

Now whilſt with bitter teares her eyes as fountaines ronne, 

With whiſpering voyce, y-broke with ſobs, thus is her tale begonne: 
B «© Oh 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


© Oh Romeus, of your life too lavas ſure you are, 

That in this place, and at this tyme, to hazard it you dare. 

What if your dedly foes, my kinſmen, ſaw you here ? 

Lyke lyons wylde, your tender partes aſonder would they teare. 

In ruth and in diſdayne, 1, wery of my life, 

With N hand my moorning hart would perce with bloudy 

knyfe. 

For aß myne own, once dead, what joy ſhould I have heare ? 

And eke my honor ſtaynd, which I then lyfe do holde more deare.“ 
« Fayre lady myne, dame Juliet, my lyfe (quod hee) 

Even from my byrth committed was to fatall ſiſters three. 

They may in ſpyte of foes draw foorth my lively threed 

And they alſo (who ſo ſayth nay) aſonder may it ſhreed. 

But who, to reave my lite, his rage and force would bende, 

Perhaps ſhould trye unto his payne how I it could defende. 

Ne yet I love it ſo, but alwayes, for your ſake, 

A ſacrifice to death T would my wounded corps betake. 

If my miſhappe were ſuch, that here, before your fight, 

I ſhould reſtore agayn to death, of lyfe my borrowed light, 

This one thing and no more my parting ſprite would rewe, 

That part he ſhould before that you by certain trial knew 

The love I owe to you, the thrall J languiſh in, 

And how | dread to loofe the gayne which I do hope to win ; 

And how I wiſh for lyfe, not for my proper eaſe, | 

But that in it you might J love, you honor, ſerve and pleaſe, 

Till dedly pangs the ſprite out of the corps ſhall ſend:“ 

And thereupon he {ware an othe, and fo his tale had ende. 
Now love and pitty boyle in Juliet's ruthfull breſt ; 

In windowe on her leaning arme her weary head doth reſt ; 

Her boſome bath'd 1n teares (to witnes inward payne), 

With dreary chere to Romeus thus aunſwered ſhe agayne : 

Ah my deere Romeus, kepe in theſe words, {quod ſhe) 

For lo, the thought ot ſuch miſchaunce already maketh me 

For pity and tor dred well nigh to yeld up breath ; 

In even ballance peyſed are my lite and eke my death. 

For ſo my heurt is knit, yea made one ſelfe with yours, 

That ſure there is no greete ſo ſmall, by which your mynd en- 

dures, | 

But as you ſuffer payne, ſo I doo beare in part 

(Although it leſſens not your greete) the halfe of all your ſmart. 

But theſe thinges overpaſt, if of your health and myne 

You have reſpect, or pity ought my tear-y-weeping eyen, 

In few untained woords your hidden mynd unfolde, 

That as I ſee your pleaſant face, your heart I may beholde. 

For it you do intende my honor to defile, 

In error ſhall you wander ſtill, as you have done this while: 

But if your thought be chaſte, and have on vertue ground, 


If wedlocke be the end and marke which your deſyre hath found, 
Obedience 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Obedience ſet aſyde, unto my parents dewe, 

The quarrel eke that long agoe betwene our houſholdes grewe, 

Both me and mine I will all whole to you betake; 

And following you where ſo you goe, my father's houſe forſake, 

But if by wanton love and by unlawfull ſute Ds 

Vouthinke in rypeſt yeres toplucke my maydenhood's dainty frute, 

You are begylde ; and now your Juliet you beſeekes 

To ceaſe your ſute, and ſuffer her to live emong her likes.“ 

Then Romeus, whoſe thought was free from fowle deſyre, 

And to the top of vertue's haight did worthely aſpyre, 

Was fild with greater joy then can my pen expreſſe, 

Or, tyll they have enjoyd the like, the hearer's hart can geſſe “. 

And then with joyned hands, heav'd up into the ſkies, 

He thankes the Gods, and from the heavens for vengeance down 

he cries, 

If he have other thought but as his Lady ſpake 

And then his looke he toornd to her, and thus did anſwere make: 

Since, lady, that you like to honor me ſo much 

As to accept me for your ſpouſe, I yeeld myſelf for ſuch. 

In true witnes whereof, becauſe I muſt depart, | : 

Till that my deede do prove my woord, I leave in pawne my hart. 

Tomorrow eke betimes, before the ſunne ariſe, 

To Fryer Lawrence will I wende, to learne his ſage adviſe, 

He is my goſtly ſyre, and oft he hath me taught 

What I ſhould doe in things of waight, when I his ayde have 

ſought, | 

And at this ſelfe ſame houre, I plyte you here my fayth, 

I will be here, if you thinke good, to tell you what he ſayth.“ 

She was contented well ; els tavour found he none 

That night, at lady Juliet's hand, fave pleaſant woords alone. 
This barefoote fryer gyrt with cord his grayiſh weede, 

For he of Francis? order was a fryer, as [ reede. 

Not as the moſt was he, a grofle unlearned foole, 

But doctor of divinetie proceded he in ſchoole. 

The ſecrets eke he knew in Nature's woorks that loorke ; 

By magick's arte moſt men ſuppoſed that he could wonders woorkes 

Ne doth it ill beſeeme devines thoſe ſkils to know, 

If on no harmefull deede they do ſuch ſkilfulnes beſtow ; 

For juſtly of no arte can men condemne the uſe, 

But right and reaſon's lore crye out agaynſt the lewd abuſe. 

The bounty of the fryer and wiſdom hath ſo wonne 

The towne's folks harts, that wel nigh all to fryer Lawrence ronne, 

To ſhrive themſelfe; the olde, the young, the great and ſmall ; 

Of all he is beloved well, and honord much of all. 


tie hearer's hart can geſſe.] From theſe words it ſhould ſeem 
that this poem was formerly ſung or recited to caſual paſſengers in 
the ſtreets. See allo p. 294. I. 34. If any man be here &c.“ 
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KOMEUS AND JULIET. 


And, for he did the reſt in wiſdom farre exceede, 

The prince by him (his counſell cravde) was holpe at time of neede. 

Betwixt the Capilets and him great frendſhip grew, 

A ſecret and aſſured frend unto the Montague. 

Loyd of this yong man more than any other geſte, 

The fryer eke of Verone youth aye liked Romeus beſt ; 

For whom he ever hath in time of his diſtres, 

As earſt you heard, by ſkilfull love found out his harme's redreſſe. 

To him 1s Romeus gonne, ne ſtayeth he till the morrowe ; 

To him he painteth all his caſe, his paſſed joy and ſorrow. 

How he harh her eſpide with other dames in daunce, 

And how that fyrſt to talke with her him ſelfe he dyd advaunce ; 

Their talke and change of lookes he gan to him declare, 

And how fo fait by fayth and troth they both y-coupled are, 

That neyther hope of lyfe, nor dread of cruel death, 

Shall make him falſe his fayth to her, while lyfe ſhall lend him 

breath. 

And then with weping eyes he prayes his goſtly ſyre 

To further and accompliſh all their honeſt hartes“ deſyre. 

A thouſand doutes and moe in thold man's hed aroſe, 

A thouſand daungers like to comme the old man doth diſcloſe, 

And from the ſpouſall rites he readeth him refrayne, 

Perhaps he ſhall be bet adviſde within a weeke or twayne. 

Adviſe is baniſht quite from thoſe that folowe love, | 

Except adviſe to what they like theyr bending mynd do move, 

As well the father might have counſeld him to ſtay 

Thattrom amountaine'stopthrown downeis falling halfe the waye, 

As warne his frend to ſtop amid his race begonne, 

Whom Cupid with his ſmarting whip enforceth foorth to ronne. 

Part wonne by earneſt ſute, the frier doth graunt at laſt ; 

And part, becauſe he thinkes the ſtormes, ſo lately overpaſt, 

Of both the houſholds wrath, this marriage might appeaſe ; 

So that they ſhould not rage agayne, but quite tor ever ceaſe. 

The reſpite of a day he aſketh to deviſe 

What way were beſt, unknown, to ende ſo great an enterpriſe. 

The wounded man that now doth dedly paynes endure, 

Scarce patient tarieth whilſt his leeche doth make the falve to cure: 

So Romeus hardly graunts a ſhort.day and a night, : 

Yet nedes he mult, els muſt he wan* his onely harte's delight. 
You fee that Romeus no time or payne doth ſpare ; 

Thinke, that the whilit tayre Juliet is not devoyde of care. 

Yong Romeus powreth foorth his hap and his mishap 

Into the frier's breſt; — but where ſhall Juliet unwra 

The ſecrets of her hart? to whom ſhall ſhe untolde 

Her hidden burning love, and eke her thought and care ſo colde. 

The nurſe of whom I fpake, within her chamber lave, 

Upon the mayde ſhe wayteth ſtill; — to her ſhe doth bewray 

Her new-received wound, and then her ayde doth crave, 


In her, ſhe ſaith, it lyes to ſpill, in her, her life to ſave, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Not eaſily ſhe made the froward nurce to bowe, | 

But wonne at length with promeſt hyre, ſhe made a ſolemne vowe 

To do what ſhe commaundes, as handmayd of her het ; 

Her miſtres' ſecrets hide ſhe will, within her covert breſt. 

To Romeus ſhe goes, of hym ſhe doth deſyre 

To know the meane of marriage, by counſell of the fryre. 

On Saturday (quod he) if Juliet come to ſhrift, 

She ſhall be ſhrived and married: how lyke you, noorſe, this drift? 

Now by my truth, (quod ſhe) God's bleffing have your hart, 

For yet in all my life | have not heard of ſuch a part. 

Lord, how you yong men can ſuch crafty wiles deviſe, 

If that you love the daughter well, to bleare the mother's eyes ! 

An eaſy thing it is with cloke of holines 

To mocke the ſely mother, that ſuſpecteth nothing leſſe. 

But that it pleaſed you to tell me of the caſe, 

For all my many yeres perhaps I ſhould have found it ſcarſe, 

Now for the reſt let me and Juhet alone; | 

To get her leave, ſome feate excuſe I will deviſe anone; 

For that her golden lockes by floth have been unkempt, 

Or for unawares ſome wanton dreame the youthtull damſell 

drempt, | 

Or for in thoughts of love her ydel time ſhe ſpent, 

Or otherwiſe within her hart deſerved to be ſhent. 

I know her mother will in no caſe ſay her nay ; 

I warrant you, ſhe ſhall not fayle to come on Saterday. 

And then ſhe ſweares to him, the mother loves her well; 

And how ſhe gave her ſucke in youth, ſhe leaveth not to tell. 

A prety babe (quod ſhe) it was when it was yong ; 

Lord how it could full pretely have prated with it tong ! 

A thouſand times and more I laid her on my lappe, 

And clapt her on the buttocke ſoft, and kiſt where I did clappe. 

And gladder then was I of ſuch a kiſſe forſooth, 

Then I had been to have a kiſſe of ſome old lecher's mouth. 

And thus of Juliet's youth began this prating noorſe, 

And of her preſent ſtate to make a tedious long diſcourſe, 

For though he pleaſure tooke in hearing of his love, 

The meſſage' aunſwer ſeemed him to be of more behove. 

But when theſe beldames fit at eaſe upon theyr tayle, 

The day and eke the candle light . theyr talke ſhall fayle. 

And part they ſay is true, and part they do deviſe, 

Yet boldly do they chat of both, when no man checkes theyr lyes. 

Then he vi crownes of gold out of his pocket drew, 

And gave them her ;—a flight reward (quod he) and ſo adiew. 

In {even yeres twice tolde ſhe had not bowd ſo lowe 

Her MY knees, as now they bowe : ſhe ſweares ſhe. will be- 
owe | 

Her crafty wit, her time, and all her buſy payne, 

Jo help him to his hoped bliſſe; and, cowring downe agayne, 
B 3 | he 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


She takes her leave, and home ſhe hyes with ſpedy pace; 
The chaumber doore ſhe ſhuts, and then ſhe faith with ſmyling 
face : 

Good newes for thee, my gyrle, good tydinges I thee bring, 

Leave of thy woonted ſong of care, and now of pleaſure ing. 

For thou mayſt hold thyſelte the happieſt under ſonne, 

That in fo little while ſo well ſo worthy a knight haſt wonne. 

The beſt y-ſhapde is he and hath the fayreſt face, 

Of all this towne, and there 1s none hath halte fo good a grace ; 

So gentle of his ſpeeche, and of his counſell wiſe ;— 

And ſtill with many prayſes more ſhe heaved him to the ſkies. 

Tell me els what, (quod ſhe) this evermore I thought; 

But of our marnage, fay at once, what anſwere have you brought ? 

Nay, ſoft, (quod ſhe) I teare your hurt by ſodain joye ; 

T lift not play (quod Juliet), although thou liſt to toye. 

How glad, trow you, was ſhe, when ſhe had heard her ſay, 

No farther of then Saturday differred was the day. 

Again the auncient nurce doth ſpeake of Romeus, 

And then (ſaid the) he ſpake to me, and then I ſpake him thus, 

Nothing was done or ſayd that ſhe hath left untold, 

Save only one that ſhe torgot, the taking of the golde, 

„ There is no loſſe (quod ſhe) ſweete wench, to loſſe of time, 

Ne in thine age ſhall thou repent ſo much of any crime, 

For when J call to mynd my former paſſed youth, 

One thing there is which moſt of all doth cauſe my endleſs ruth, 

At ſixtene yeres 1 firſt did chooſe my loving feere, 

And I was fully rype before, I dare well ſay, a yere. 

J he pleaſure that I loſt, that year ſo overpaſt, 

A thouſand times I have bewept, and ſhall, whyle life doth laſt. 

In fayth it were a ſhame, yea ſinne it were, I wiſle, 

When thou maiſt hve in happy joy, to ſet light by thy bliſſe.“ 

She that this morning could her miſtres mynd diſſwade, 

Is now become an oratreſſe, her lady to perſwade. 

If any man be here whom love hath clad with care, 

To him lſpeake ; if thou wilt ſpeede, thy purſe thou muſt not 

ſpare. | 

Two forts of men there are, ſeeld welcome in at doore, 

The welthy ſparing nigard, and the ſutor that is poore. 

For glittring gold 1s wont by kynd to moove the hart ; 

And oftentimes a light rewarde doth cauſe a more deſart. 

Y-written have I red, 1 wot not in what booke, 

There is no better way to fiſlie then with a golden hooke, 

Of Romeus theſe two do ſitte and chat awhyle, 

And to them ſelfe they lauga how they the mother ſhall begyle, 

A teate excuſe they finde, but ture | know it not, __ 

And leave for her to go to ſhritt on Saterday, ſhe got. 

So well this Juliet, this wily wench, did know 

Her mother's angry houres, and eke the truę bent of her bowe. 
| ' T6 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


The Saterday betimes, in ſober weed y-clad, 

She tooke her leave, and forth ſhe went with viſage grave and ſad, 

With her the nurce is ſent, as brydle of her luſt, 

With her the mother ſends a mayd almoſt of equall truſt. 

Betwixt her teeth the bytte the jenet now hath cought, 

So warely eke the vyrgin walks, her mayde perceiveth nought. 

She gaſeth not in churche on yong men of the towne, 

Ne wandreth ſhe from place to place, but ſtraight ſhe kneleth 
downe 

Upon an alter's ſtep, where ſhe devoutly prayes, 

And thereupon her tender knees the wery lady ſtayes ; 

Whilſt ſhe doth ſend her mayde the certayn truth to know, 

If frier Lawrence layſure had to heare her ſhrift, or no. 

Out of his ſhriving place he commes with pleaſant cheere ; 

The ſhamfaſt mayde with baſhfull brow to himward draweth neere, 

Some great offence (quod he) you have committed late, 

Perhaps you have difpleasd your frend by geving him a mate. 

Then turning to the nurce and to the other mayde, 

Go heare a maſſe or two, (quod he) which ſtraightway ſhall be 
ſayde. 

For, her confeſſion heard, I will unto you twayne 

The charge that I received of you reſtore to you agayne. 

What, was not Juliet, trow you, right well apayde, 

That for this truſty fryre hath chaungd her yong miſtruſting 
mayde ? | 

I dare well ſay, there is in all Verona none, 


But Romeus, with whom ſhe would ſo gladly be alone. 


Thus to the fryer's cell they both forth walked byn; 

He ſhuts the doore as ſoon as he and Juliet were in. 

But Romeus, her frend, was entered in before, 

And there had wayted for his love, two houres large and more. 
Eche minute ſeemd an houre, and every howre a da 


7 
Twixt hope he lived and deſpayre of cumming or x, ſtay. 


Now wavering hope and feare are quite fled out of fight, 

For, what he hopde he hath at hande, his pleaſant cheete delight, 
And joyfull Juliet is healde of all her ſmart, 

For now the reſt of all her parts have found her ſtraying hart. 
Both theyr confeſſions fyrſt the fryer hath heard them make, 
And then to her with lowder voyce thus fryer Lawrence ſpake 2 
Fayre lady Juliet, my goſtly daughter deere, 

As farre as I of Romeus learne, who by you ſtondeth here, 
Twixt you it is agreed, that you ſhal be his wyfe, 

And he your ſpouſe in ſteady truth, till death ſhall end your life, 
Are you both fully bent to kepe this great beheſt ? 

And both the lovers ſaid, it was theyr onely hart's requeſt, 
When he did ſee theyr myndes in linkes of love fo faſt, 

When inthe prayſe of wedlock's ſtate ſomme ſkilfull talke was paſt, 
B 4 When 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


When he had told at length the wyfe what was her due, 

His duty eke by goſtly talke the youthfull huſband knew ; 

How that the wyte in love muſt honour and obey, 

What love and honor he doth owe, a dette that he muſt pay, — 

The woords pronounced were which holy church of olde 

Appoynted hath for mariage, and ſhe a ring of golde 

Received of Romeus ; and then they both aroſe. 

To whom the frier then ſaid : Perchaunce apart you will diſcloſe, 

Betwixt your ſelfe alone, the bottome of your hart; 

Say on at once, for time it is that hence you ſhould depart. 

Then Romeus ſaid to her, (both loth to part ſo ſoone) 

« Fayre lady, ſend to me agayne your nurce thys afternoone, 

Of corde I will beſpeake a ladder by that time; 

By which, this night, while other ſleepe, I will your windowe 
clime. | 

Then will we talke of love and of our old diſpayres, 

And then with longer layſure had diſpoſe our great affayres.” 
Theſe ſayd, they kim, and then part to theyr father's houſe, 

The joyfull bryde unto her home, to his eke go'th the ſpouſe ; 

Contented both, and yet both uncontented ſtill, 

Till Night and Venus' child geve leave the wedding to fulfill. 

The painfull ſouldiour, fore y- bet with wery warre, 


The merchant eke that nedefull thinges doth dred to fetch from 


The plowman that, for doute of feerce invading foes, 


Rather to ſit in ydle eaſe then ſowe his tilt hath choſe, 
Rejoice to hear proclaymd the tydings of the peace; 


Not pleaſurd with the ſound ſo much, but, when the warres do 


ceaſe, 
Then ceaſed are the harmes which cruel warre bringes foorth : 
Ihe merchantthen may boldly fetch his wares of precious woorth ; 
Dredeleſs the huſbandman doth till his fertile feeld, 
For welth, her mate, not for her ſelfe, is peace ſo precious held: 
So lovers live in care, in dred, and in unreſt, . 
And dedly warre by ſtriving thoughts they kepe within their breſt; 
But wedlocke is the peace whereby is freedome wonne 
To do a thouſand pleaſant thinges that ſhould not els be donne. 
The newes of ended warre theſe two have heard with joy, 
But now they long the fruite of peace with pleaſure to enjoy. 
In ſtormy wind and wave, in daunger to be loſt, 
Thy ſtearles ſhip, O Romeus, hath been long while betoſt; 
The ſeas are now appeasd, and thou, by happy ſtarre, 
Art come in fight of quiet haven ; and, now the wrackfull barre 
Is hid with ſwelling tyde, boldly thou mayſt reſort 
Unto thy wedded ladie's bed, thy long-deſyred port. 
God graunt, no follie's miſt ſo dymme thy inward ſight, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


God graunt, no daunger's rocke, y-lurking in the darke, 
Before thou win the happy port, wracke thy ſea-beaten barke, 
A ſervant Romeus had, of woord and deede ſo juſt, 
That with his lyfe, if nede requierd, his maiſter would him truſt, 
His faithfulnes had oft our Romeus proved of olde ; 
And therefore all that yet was done unto his man he tolde. 
Who ſtraight, as he was charged, a corden ladder lookes, 
To which he hath made faſt two ſtrong and crooked yron hookes. 
The bryde to ſend the nurce at twylight fayleth not, 
To whom the brydegroome geven hath the ladder that he got. 
And then to watch for him appoynted her an howre, 
For, whether Fortune ſmyle on him, or if ſhe liſt to lowre, 
He will not miſſe to come to hys appoynted place, 
Where wont he was to take by ſtelth the view of Juliet's face. 
How long theſe lovers thought the laſting of the day, 
Let other judge that woonted are lyke paſſions to aſſay: 
For my part, | do geſſe eche howre ſeemes twenty yere ; 
So that | deeme, if they might have (as of Alcume we heare) 
The ſunne bond to theyf will, if they the heavens might gyde, 
Black ſhade of night and doubled darke ſhould ſtraight all overs 
hyde, | 

Thappointed howre is comme; he, clad in riche araye, 
Walkes roward his deſyred home :—good fortune gyde his way! 
Approaching nere the place from whence his hart had lyfe, 
So light he wox, he lept the wall, and there he ſpyde his wyfe, 
Who in the window watcht the comming of her lord; 
Where ſhe ſo ſurely had made faſt the ladder made of corde, 
That daungerles her ſpouſe the chaumber window chimes, 
Where he ere then had wiſht himſelfe above ten thouſand tymes, 
The windowes cloſe are ſhut ; els looke they for no geſt; 
To light the waxen quariers, the auncient nurce is preſt, 
Which Juliet had before prepared to be light, | 
That ſhe at pleaſure might behold her huſband's bewty bright, 
A carchef white as ſnowe ware Juliet on her hed, 
Such as ſhe wonted was to weare, atyre meete for the bed. 
As ſoon as ſhe hym ſpide, about his necke ſhe clong, 
And by her long and {lender armes a great while there ſhe hong. 
A thouſand times ſhe kiſt, and him unkiſt againe, 
Ne could ſhe ſpeake a woord to him, though would ſhe nere ſo 

tayne. | 

And like betwixt his armes to faynt his lady is ; 
She fets a ſigh and clappeth cloſe her cloſed mouth to his: 
And ready then to ſownde, ſhe looked” ruthfully, 
That lo, it made him both at once to hve and eke to dye. 
Theſe piteous painfull panges were haply overpaſt, 
And ſhe unto herſelfe againe retorned home at laſt. 
Then, through her troubled breſt, even from the fartheſt part, 
An hollow hgh, a meſſenger ſhe ſendeth from her hart, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


O Romeus, (quod ſhe) in whom all vertues ſhine, 

Welcome thou art into this place, where from theſe eyes of mine 
Such teary ſtreames did flowe, that I ſuppoſe wel ny 

The ſource of all my bitter teares is altogether drye. 

Abſence ſo pynde my heart, which on thy preſence fed, 

And of thy ſafety and thy health ſo much 1 ſtood in dred. 

But now what 1s decreed by fatall deſteny, 

I force it not ; let Fortune do and death.their woorſt to me. 

Full recompenſd am J for all my paſſed harmes, 

In that the Gods have graunted me to claſpe thee in mine armes, 
The chryſtall teares began to ſtand in Romeus' eyes, 

When he unto his ladie's woordes gan aunſwere in this wile : 


Though cruell Fortune be fo much my deadly toe, 


That I ne can by lively proote cauſe thee, fayre dame, to know 

How much I am by love enthralled unto thee, 

Ne yet what mighty powre thou haſt, by thy deſert, on me, 

Ne torments that for thee I did ere this endure, 

Yet of thus much (ne will I fayne) I may thee well aſſure ; 

The leaſt of many paines which of thy abſence ſproong, 

More painfully than death it ſelfe my tender hart hath wroong. 

Ere this, one death had reft a thouſand deathes away, 

But life prolonged was by hope of this deſyred day; 

Which ſo juſt tribute payes of all my paſſed mone, 

That I as well contented am as it my ſelfe alone 

Did from the ocean reigne unto the ſea of Ynde. 

Wherefore now let us wipe away old cares out of our mynde ; 

For, as the wretched ſtate 1s now redreſt at laſt, 

So is it ſkill behind our backe the curſed care to caſt, 

Since Fortune of her grace hath place and time aſſinde, 

Where we with pleaſure may content our uncontented mynde, 

In Lethes hyde we depe all greefe and all annoy, 

Whilit we do bathe in bliſſe, and fill our hungry harts with joye, 

And, for the time to comme, let be our buſy care 

So wiſely to direct our love, as no wight els be ware; 

Leſt envious foes by torce deſpoyle our new delight, 

And us threw backe from happy ſtate to more unhappy plight.” 

Fayre Juliet began to aunſwere what he ſayde, 

But foorth in haſtthe old nurce ſtept, and ſo her aunſwere ſtayde. 

Who takes not time (quoth ſhe) when time well offred is, 

An other time ſhall ſeeke for tyme, and yet of time ſhall miſſe. 

And when occaſion ſerves, who ſo doth let it ſlippe, 

Is worthy ſure, it I might judge, of laſhes with a whippe. 

Wherefore if eche of you hath harmde the other ſo, 

And eche of you hath ben the cauſe of other's wayled woe, 

Lo here a field (ſhe ſhewd a field-bed ready dight) 

Where you may, if you liſt, in armes revenge yourſelf by fight. 

Whereto theſe lovers both gan eaſely aſſent, 

And to the place of mylde revenge with pleaſant cheere they went. 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Where they were left alone—(the nurce is gone to reſt) 

How can this be? they reſtleſs lye, ne yet they feele unreſt, 

I graunt that 1 envie the blifle they lived in; | 

O that I might have found the like! I wiſh it for no fin, 

But that I might as well with pen their joyes depaynt, 

As heretofore I have diſplayd their ſecret hidden playnt. 

Of ſhyvering care and dred I have felt many a fir, 

But Fortune ſuch delight as theyrs dyd never graunt me yet. 

By proofe no certain truth can I unhappy write, 

But what I gefle by likelihod, that dare | to endyte. 

The blindfold goddeſſe that with frowning face doth fraye, 

And from theyr ſeate the mighty kinges throwes downe with hed- 
long ſway, | 

Begynneth now to turne to theſe her ſmyling face; 

Nedes muſt they taſt of great delight, ſo much in Fortunes grace, 

If Cupid, god of love, be god of pleafant ſport, 

I think, O Romeus, Mars himſelfe envies thy happy ſort. 

Ne Venus juſtly might (as I ſuppoſe) repent, 

It in thy ſtead, O Juliet, this pleaſant time ſhe ſpent, 

Thus paſſe they foorth the night, in ſport, in joly game; 
The haſtines of Phoebus? ſteeds in great deſpyte they blame. 
And now the vyrgin's fort hath warlike Romeus gots | 
In which as yet no breache was made by force of canon ſhot, 
And now in eaſe he doth poſlefſe the hoped place: 

How glad was he, ſpeake you, that may your lovers“ parts embrace. 
The mariage thus made up, and both the parties pleaſd, 

The nigh approche of daye's retoorne theſe ſely ſoles diſeaſd. 
And for they might no while in pleaſure paſſe theyr time, 

Ne leyſure had they much to blame the haſty morning's crime, 
With frendly kiſſe in armes of her his leave he takes, 

And every other night, to cofne, a ſolemn othe he makes, 

By one ſelfe meane, and eke to come at one ſelfe howre : 

And ſo he doth, till Fortune lift to ſawſe his ſweete with ſowre. 
But who 1s he that can his preſent ſtate affure ? 


And fay unto himſelfe, thy joyes ſhall yet a day endure ? 


So wavering Fortune's whele, her chaunges be ſo ſtraunge; 

And every wight y-thralled 1s by Fate unto her chaunge: 

Who raignes fo over all, that eche man hath his part, 

Although not aye, perchaunce, alike of pleaſure and of ſmart, 

For after many joyes ſome feele but little paine, 

And from that little greefe they toorne to happy joy againe. 

But other ſome there are, that living long in woe, 

At length they be in quiet eaſe, but long abide not ſo; 

Whoſe greefe is much increaſt by myrth that went before, 

Becauſe the ſoday ne chaunge of thinges doth make it ſeeme the 

more. 

Of this unlucky ſorte our Romeus is one, 

For all his hap turnes to miſhap, and all his myrth to mone. 
; | And 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


And joyfull Juliet another leate muſt toorne ; 
As wont ſhe was, (her joyes bereft) ſhe muſt begin to moorne. 
The ſummer of their bliſſe doth laſt a month or twayne, 
But winter's blaſt with ſpedy foote doth bring the fall agayne. 
Whom glorious Fortune erſt had heaved to the ſkies, 
By envious Fortune overthrowne, on earth now groveling lyes. 
She payd theyr former greete with pleaſure's doubled gayne, 
But now, for pleaſure's uſury, ten folde redoubleth payne. 
The prince could never cauſe thoſe houſholds ſo agree, 
But that ſome ſparcles of theyr wrath as yet remayning bee ; 
Which lye this while raaked up in aſhes pale and ded, 
Till tyme do ſerve that they agayne in waſting flame may ſpred. 
At holieſt times, men ſay, moit heynous crimes are donne; 
The morrowe after Eaſter-day the miſchiefe new begonne. 
A band of Capilets dyd meet (my hart 1t rewes) 
Within the walles, by Purſer's gate, a band of Montagewes, , 
The Capilets as cheefe a yong man have choſe out, 4 
Beſt exerciſd in feates of armes, and nobleſt of the rowies 
Our Juliet's unkle's ſonne, that cleped was 'Tibalt; 
He was of body tall and ſtrong, and of his courage halt. 
hey neede no trumpet ſounde to byd them geve the charge, 
So lowde he cryde with ſtrayned voyce and mouth out- ſtretched 
large: | 
60 _ now, quoth he, my friends, our ſelfe fo let us wreake, 


That of this daye's revenge and us our children's heyres may 


ſpeake, 

Now once for all let us their ſwelling pryde aſſwage; 

Let none of them eſcape alive.” —1 hen he with furious rage, 

And they with him, gave charge upon theyr preſent toes, 

And then forthwith a ſkirmiſh great upon this fray aroſe, 

For loe the Montagewes thought ſhame away to flye, 

And rather then to live with ſhame, with prayſe did Chooſe to 
dye. | 


The woords that Tybalt uſd to ſtyrre his folke to yre, 


Have in the breſtes of Montagewes kindled a furious fyre. 

With lyons harts they fight, warely them ſelfe defend; 

To wound his foe, his preſent wit and force eche one doth bend. 

This furious fray is long on eche ſide ſtoutly fought, 

That whether part had got the woorſt, full doutfull were the 
thought. | 

The noyſe hereof anon throughout the towne doth flye, 

And parts are taken on every ſide; both kindreds thether hye, 


Here one doth gaſpe for breth, his frend beſtrydeth him; 


And he hath loſt a hand, and he another maymed lym : 
His leg is cutte whilſt he ſtrikes at an other full, 
And whom he would have thruſt quite through, hath cleft his 
cracked 1kull, 
Theyr 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET: 


Theyr valiant harts forbode theyr foote to geve the grounde ; 

With unappauled cheere they tooke full deepe and doutfull 
wounde. 

Thus foote by foote long while, and ſhylde to ſhylde ſet faſt, 

One toe doth make another fat, but makes him not agaſt, 

And whillt this noyſe is rife in every townesman's eare, 

Eke, walking with his frendes, the noyſe doth wofull Romeus 
heare. | 

With ſpedy foote he ronnes unto the fray apace; 

With him, thoſe fewe that were with him he leadeth to the place, 

They pitie much to ſee the flaughter made ſo greate, 

That wet ſhod they might ſtand in blood on eyther fide the ſtreate. 

Part frendes, ſaid he, part frendes, help, frendes, to part the fray, 

And to the reſt, enough, (he cryes) now time it is to ſtaye. 

God's farther wrath you ſtyrre, beſide the hurt you feele, 

And with this new uprore confounde all this our common wele. 

But they fo buſy are in fight, ſo egar, fierce, 

That through theyr eares his ſage adviſe no leyſure had to pearce. 

Then lept he in the throng, to part and barre the blowes 

As well of thoſe that were his frends, as of his dedly foes. 

As ſoon as Tybalt had our Romeus eſpyde, 

He threw a thruſt at him, that would have paſt from fide to fide ; 

But Romeus ever went, douting his foes, well armde, 

So that the ſwerd, kept out by mayle, had nothing Romeus 
harmde. 

Thou doeſt me wrong, quoth he, for] but part the fraye; 

Not dread, but other waighty cauſe my haſty hand doth ſtay. 

Thou art the cheefe of thine, the nobleſt eke thou art, 

Wherefore leave of thy malice now, and helpe theſe folke to part. 

Many are hurt, ſome flayne, and ſome are like to dye: 

No, coward, traytor boy, quoth he, ſtraight way I mind to trye, 

Whether thy ſugred talke, and tong ſo ſmoothly fylde, | 

Againſt the force of this my ſwerd ſhall ferve thee for a ſhylde. 

And then at Romeus? hed a blow he ſtrake fo hard, 

I hat might have clove him to the braine but for his cunning ward. 

It was but lent to hym that could repay againe, 

And geve him deth for intereſt, a well-forborne gayne. 

Right as a foreſt bore, that lodged in the thicke, 

Pinched with dog, or els with ſpeare y-pricked to the quicke, 


His briſtles ſtyffe upright upon his backe doth ſet, 


And in his fomy mouth his ſharp and crooked tuſkes doth whet; 
Or as a lyon wilde, that raumpeth in his rage, 
Hs whelps bereft, whoſe fury can no weaker beaſt aſſwage; 
ouch ſeemed Romeus in every other's ſight, 
When he him ſhope, of wrong receavde tavenge himſelfe by fight. 
Even as two thunderboltes throwne downe out of the ſkye, 
That through the ayre, the maſſy earth, and ſeas, have powre to 
ous; 
80 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


So met theſe two, and whyle they chaunge a blowe or twayne, 

Our Romeus thruſt him through the throte, and fo is T ybalt 
ſlayne. | 

Loe 5 the end of thoſe that ſtyrre a dedly ſtryfe ! 

Who thryſteth after other's death, him ſelfe hath loſt his lyfe. 

The Capilets are quaylde by Tybalt's overthrowe, | 

The courage of the Montagewes by Romeus' ſight doth growe. 

The townesmen waxen ſtrong, the Prince doth ſend his force; 

The fray hath end. The Capilets do bring the bretheles corce 

Before the prince, and crave that cruell dedly payne 

May be the guerdon of his falt, that hath theyr kinſman ſlayne. 

The Montagewes do pleade theyr Romeus voyde of falt; 

The lookers on do ſay, the fight begonne was by Tybalt. 

The prince doth pawſe, and then geves ſentence in a while, 

That Romeus, "4 fleying him, ſhould goe into exyle. | 

His foes woulde have him hangde, or ſterve in priſon ſtrong ; 

His frends do think, but dare not ſay, that Romeus hath wrong. 

Both houſholds ſtraight are charged on payne of loſing lyte, 

Theyr bloudy weapons layd aſide, to ceaſe the ſtyrred ſtryfe. 

This common plage is ſpred through all the towne anon, 

From fide to fide the towne 1s fild with murmur and with mone. 

For Tybalt's haſty death bewayled was of ſomme, 


Both for his ſkill in feates of armes, and for, in time to comme 


He ſhould, had this not chaunced, been riche and of great powre, 

To helpe his frends, and ſerve the ſtate ; which hope within an 
howre 

Was waſted quite, and he, thus yelding up his breath, 

e he holpe the towne in lyfe, hath harmde it by his 

eath. i | 

And other ſomme bewayle, but ladies moſt of all, 

The lookeles lot by Fortune's gylt that is ſo late befall, 

Without his falt, unto the ſeely Romeus ; | 

For whilſt that he from natife land ſhall live exyled thus, 

From heavenly bewtie's light and his well ſhaped parts, 

The ſight of which was wont, fayre dames, to glad your youth- 
full harts, | 

Shall you be baniſhd quite, and tyll he do retoorne, 


What hope have you to joy, what hope to ceaſe to moorne ? 


This Romeus was borne fo much in heaven's grace, 

Of Fortune and of Nature fo beloved, that in his face 

(Beſide the heavenly bewty gliſtring ay ſo bright, 

And ſeemely grace that wonted fo to glad the ſeer's ſight) 

A certain charme was graved by Nature's ſecret arte, 

That vertue had to draw to it the love of many a hart. 

So every one doth wiſh to beare a part of payne, 

That he releaſed of exyle might ſtraight retoorne agayne. 

But how doth moorne emong the moorners Juliet ! 

How doth ſhe bathe her breſt in teares! what depe ſighes doth ſhe 
tet ! | : How 


o * + 


C fo , NN 
* Pq AD * 79 1 N 8 * Ee 
r G 
n EL R 
REEL 
_ 2 


2 
* 


b 
NN 


TR 


ER oe ICT ogens,o 
, $ * Fr . * a z 
BY wat 2 n 8 mY N e 


3 * 
FS) 


Wm 
32 


———_ 


is IIs B 9 OL Ps 
IE AL Os AX A 8 2 


ROMEUS AND JULIE I. 


How doth ſhe tear her heare ! her weede how doth ſhe rent! 
How fares the lover hearing of her lover's bamihment ! 
How wayles ſhe Tybalt's death, whom ſhe had loved ſo well! 
Her hearty greefe and piteous plaint, cunning I want to tell, 


For delving depely now in depth of depe dyſpayre, 


With wretched ſorrowe's cruell ſound ſhe fils the empty ayre 
And to the loweſt hell downe falls her heavy crye, 
And up unto the heaven's haight her piteous plaint doth flye. 
The waters and the woods of ſighes and ſobs reſounde, 
And from the hard reſounding rockes her ſorrowes do rebounde. 
Eke from her teary eyne downe rayned many a ſhowre, 
That in the garden where ſhe walkd might water herbe and flowre, 
But when at length ſhe ſaw her ſelfe outraged fo, 
Unto her chaumber ſtraight ſhe hide; there, overcharged with woe, 
Upon her ſtately bed her painfull parts ſhe threw, 
And in ſo wondrous wiſe began her ſorrowes to renewe, 
That ſure no hart ſo hard (but it of flynt had byn,) 
But would have rude the piteous playnt that ſhe did languiſhe in 
Then rapt out of her ſelfe, whilſt ſhe on every fide 
Did caſt her reſtles eye, at length the windowe ſhe eſpide, 
Through which ſhe had with joy ſeene Romeus many a time, 
Which oft the ventrous knight was wont for Juliet's ſake tg 
clyme. | 

She cryde, O curſed windowe ! acurſt be every pane, 
Through which, alas! to ſone I raught the cauſe of life and bane 
It by thy meane I have ſome flight delight receaved, 
Or els ſuch fading pleaſure as by Fortune ſtraight was reaved, 
Haſt thou not made me pay a tnbute rigorous 
Of heaped greefe and laſting care, and ſorowes dolorous ? 
That theſe my tender parts, which nedeful ſtrength do lacke 
To bear ſo great unweldy lode upon ſo weake a backe, 
Oppreſt with waight of cares and with theſe ſorowes rife, 
At length muſt open wide to death the gates of lothed lyte ; 
That fo my wery ſprite may ſomme where els unlode 
His deadly loade, and free from thrall may ſeeke els where abode z 
For pleaſant quiet eaſe and for aſſured reſt, | | 
Which I as yet could never finde but for my more unreſt ? 
O Romeus, when firſt we both acquainted were, 
When to thy painted promiſes J lent my liſtning eare, 
Which to the brinkes you fild with many a ſolemne othe, 
And ] then judgde empty of gyle, and fraughted full of troth, 
I thought you rather would continue our good will, 
And ſeeke tappeaſe our father's ſtrife, which daily groweth ſtill, 
I little wend you would have ſought occaſion how 
By ſuch an heynous act to breake the peace and eke your vowe; 
Whereby your bright renoune all whole yclipſed is, 
And I unhappy, huſbandles, of cumfort robde and bliſſe. 


* 


But 


31 


ke ao ea — 


| 
þ 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ED I 
n 


e. N 
— —— ů 


8 7 Pet 4 56 — th 
x SIS, r oor 
r 


7 ? 
1 


_ 


. 
1 


2 
hn cod Addie —1ↄ 


(£1 2p 


"of 


. r 2 
Sn 


TEE 


__m—__ 


7 
4 


N : 1 
P LENS 9 PR. 
"y of CORE hn os SL Let 


DX -4 1 — a —— * 
: N I" ITY * 2 q — 
. a — * 


if 
q 
| 


_— 


| 
N 
0 
| 
: 
1 


22 


| 


ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


But if you did fo much the blood of Capels thyrſt, 
1 —_ you often ſpared myne ? myne might have quencht it 
rſt. | 
wee char ſo many times and in ſo ſecret place, 
ry you were wont with vele of love to hyde your hatred's 
ace, 

My doutful lyfe hath hapt by fatall dome to ſtand 

In mercy of your cruel hart, and of your bloudy hand. 

What! ſeemde the conqueſt which you got of me ſo ſmall ? 

What! ſeemde it not enough that I, poor wretch, was made your 

thrall ? 

But that you muſt increaſe it with that kinſman's blood, 

Which for his woorth and love to me, moſt in my favour ſtood ? 

Well, goe hencefoorth els where, and ſeeke an other whyle 

Some other as unhappy as I, by flattery to begyle. 

And, where I comme, ſee that you ſhonne to ſhew your face, 

For your excuſe within my hart ſhall finde no reſting place. 

And I that now, too late, my former tault repent, 

Will fo the reſt of wery life with many teares lament, 

That ſoon my joyceles corps ſhall yeld up baniſhd breath, 

And where on earth it reſtles lived, in earth ſecke reſt by death. 

Theſe ſayd, her tender hart, by payne opprefled ſore, 

Reſtraynd her teares, and forced her tong to kepe her talke in ſtore; 

And then as ſtill ſhe was, as if in — ſhe lay, | 

And then againe, wroth with herſelfe, with feble voyce gan ſay: 
& Ah cruell murdering tong, murdrer of others fame, 

How durſt thou once attempt to tooch the honor of his name? 


"Whoſe dedly foes do yeld him dew and erned prayſe; 


For though his freedom be berett, his honour not decayes. 

Why blamſt thou Romeus for ſlaying of Tybalt, 

Since he is gyltles quite of all, and Tibalt beares the falt? | 

Whether ſhall he, alas! poore baniſhd man, now flye ? 

What place of ſuccour ſhall he ſeeke beneth the ſtarry ſkye ? 

Since ſhe purſueth hym, and him defames by wrong, 

That in diſtres ſhould be his fort, and onely rampier ſtrong, 

Receve the recompence, O Romeus, of thy wite, 

Who, for ſhe was unkind her ſelfe, doth offer up her life, 

In flames of yre, in fighes, in ſorow and in ruth, 

So to revenge the crime ſhe did commit againſt thy truth.” 

Theſe ſaid, ſhe could no more; her ſenſes all gan fayle, 

And dedly panges began ſtraightway her tender hart aſſayle; 

Her limmes ſhe ſtretched forth, ſhe drew no more her breath : 

Who had been there might well have ſeen the ſignes of preſent 
death, 

The nurce that knew no cauſe why ſhe abſented her, 

Did doute leſt that ſomme ſodayn greefe too much tormented her, 

Eche where but where ſhe was, the carefull beldam ſought, 


Laſt, of the chamber where ſhe lay ſhe happly her bethought ; 
| EE Where 


ROMEUS AND JU LEET! 


Where ſhe with piteous eye her nurce-child did beholde, 

Her limmes ſtretched out, her utward parts as any marble colde, 
The nurce ſuppoſde that ſhe had payde to death her det, 

And then, as ſhe had loſt her wittes, ſhe cryde to Juliet : 

Ah! my dere hart, 7 ſhe, how greveth me thy death! 


Alas! what cauſe haſt thou thus ſone to yeld up living breath ? 

But while ſhe handled her, and chafed every part, 

She knew there was ſome ſparke of life by beating of her hart, 

So that a thouſand times ſhe cald upon her name 

There is no way to helpe a traunce but ſhe hath tride the ſame : 

She openeth wyde her mouth, ſhe ſtoppeth cloſe her noſe, 

She bendeth downe her breſt, ſhe wringeth her fingers and her 
toes 

And on her boſome cold ſhe layeth clothes hot ; | 

A warmed and a holeſome juyce ſhe powreth down her throte. 

At length doth Juliet heave faintly up her eyes, | 

And then ſhe ſtretcheth torth her arme, and then her nurce ſhe 
ſpyes. 

But —_ ſhe was awakde from her unkindly traunce, 

© Why doſt thou trouble me, quoth ſhe, what drave thee, with 

© _miſchaunce, 

To come to ſee my ſprite forſake my bretheles corſe ? 

Go hence, and let me dye, if thou have on my ſmart remorſe. 

For who would ſee her Rend to live in dedly payne? 

Alas! I ſee my greefe begonne for ever will remayne, 

Or who would ſeeke to live, all pleaſure being paſt ? 

My myrth is donne, my moorning mone for ay is like to laſt, 

Wherefore fince that there 1s none other remedy, 

Comme gentle death, and ryve my heart at once, and let me dye.“ 

The nurce with trickling teares, to witnes inward ſmart, 

With holow figh fetchd from the depth of her appauled hart, 

Thus ſpake to Juliet, y-clad with ougly care : 

Good lady myne, I do not know what makes you thus to fare g 

Ne yet the cauſe of your unmeaſurde heavineſs. | 

But of this one I you aſſure, for care and ſoroweꝰs ſtreſſe, 

This hower large and more I thought, ſo God me fave, 

That my dead corps ſhould wayte on yours to your untimely graye, 

Alas, my tender nurce, and truſty frende, (quoth ſhe) 

Art thou ſo blinde that with thine eye thou can'ſt not eaſely ſee 

The lawfull cauſe I have to ſorow and to moorne, 

Since thoſe the which I hyld moſt deere, I have at once forlorne, 

Her nurce then aunſwered thus—** Methinkes it fits you yll 

To fall in theſe extremities that may you gyltles ſpill, 

For when the ſtormes of care and troubles do aryſe, 

Then 1s the time for men to know the fooliſh from the wiſe. 

You are accounted wiſe, a foole am I your nurce ; 

But I fee not how in like caſe I could behave me wurſe. 
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Tybalt your frend is ded ; what, weene you by your teares 
To cal! him backe againe ? thinke you that he your crying heares ? 
You ſhall perceve the falt, if it be juſtly tryde, 
Of his ſo ſodayn death was in his raſhnes and his pryde. 
Would you that Romeus him ſelfe had wronged fo, 
To ſuffer him ſelfe cauſeles to be outraged of his foe, 
To whom in no reſpect he ought a place to geve ? 
Let it ſuffice to thee, fayre dame, that Romeus doth live, 
And that there 1s good hope that he, within a while, 
With greater glory ſhall be calde home from his hard exile. 
How well y-born he is, thyſelfe I know canſt tell, 
By kindred ſtrong, and well alyed, of all beloved well. 
With patience arme thyſelfe, for though that Fortune's cryme, 
Without your falt, to both your greefes, depart you for a time, 
I dare ſay, for amendes of all your preſent payne, 
She will reſtore your owne to you, within a month or twayne, 
With ſuch contented eaſe as never erit you had; 
Wherefore rejoyce a while in hope, and be no more fo ſad. 
And that I may diſcharge your hart of heavy care, 
A certaine way I have found out, my paynes ne will I ſpare, 
To learne his preſent ſtate, and what in time to comme 
He mindes to doe; which knowne by me, you ſhall know all and 
ſomme. <> 
But that I dread the whilſt your ſorowes will you quell, 
Straight would I hye where he doth lurke, to fryer Lau rence' cell, 
But if you gyn eft ſones, as erſt you did, to moorne, 
Whereto goe I? you will be ded, before I thence retoorne. 
So I ſhall ſpend in waſte my time and buſy payne, 
So unto you, your hte once loſt, good aunſwere comes in vayne ; 
So ſhall I ridde my felte with this tharpe pointed knyfe, 
So ſhall you caule your parents deere wax wery of theyr life; 
Sa ſhall your Romeus, deſpiſing lively breath, | 
With haſty foote, before his time, ronne to untimely death, 
Where, if you can a while by reaſon rage ſuppreſſe, 
hope at my retorne to bring the falre of your diſtreſſe. 
Now chooſe to have me here a partner of your payne, 
Or promiſe me to feede on hope till I retorne agayne. 
Her miſtres ſendes her forth, and makes a grave beheſt 
With 5 rayne to rule the thoughts that rage within her 
breſt. 
When hugy heapes of harmes are heaped before her eyes, 
Then vaniſh they by hope of ſcape ; and thus the lady lyes 
Twixt well- aſſured truſt, and doutfull lewd dyſpayre : 
Now blacke and ougly be her thoughts ; now ſeeme they white 
and fayre. 
As oft in ſummer tide blacke cloudes do dimme the ſonne, 
And ſtraight againe in cleareſt ſkye his reſtles ſteedes do ronne ; 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


So Juliet's wandring mind y-clouded is with woe, 
And by and by her haſty thought the woes doth overgoe. 
But now is tyme to tell, whilſt ſhe was toſſed thus, 
What windes did drive or haven did hold her lover Romeus, 
When he had ſlayne his foe that gan this dedly ſtrife, 
And ſaw the furious fray had ende by ending Tybalt's life, 
He fled the ſharpe revenge of thoſe that yet did live, 
And douting much what penal doome the troubled prince might 
ve, 
He ſought ſomewhere unſeene to lurke a littel ſpace, 
And truſty Lawrence? ſecret cell he thought the ſureſt place. 
In doutfull happe aye beſt a truſty frend is tryde; 
The frendly frier in this diſtreſſe doth graunt his frend to hyde, 


A ſecret place he hath, well ſeeled round about, 


The mouth of which ſo cloſe is ſhut, that none may finde it out; 
But roome there 1s to walke, and place to fit and reſt, 
Beſide a bed to fleape upon, full ſoft, and trimly dreſt. 
The flowre is planked fo, with mattes it is ſo warme, 
That neither winde nor ſmoky damps have powre him ought to 
harme, 

Where he was wont in youth his fayre frends to beſtowe, 
There now he hydeth Romeus, whilſt forth he go'th to knowe 
Both what is ſaid and donne, and what appoynted payne 
Is publiſhed by trumpet's found ; then home he hyes agayne. 

By this unto his cell the nurce with ſpedy pace 
Was comme the nereſt way ; ſhe ſought no ydel reſting place. 
The fryer ſent home the newes of Romeus' certain helth, 
And promiſe made (what ſo befell) he ſhould that night by ſtelth 
Comme to his wonted place, that they in nedefull wiſe 
Ot theyr affayres in time to comme might thoroughly deviſe. 
Thoſe joyfull newes the nurce brought home with merry joy ; 
And now our Juliet joyes to thinke ſhe ſhall her love enjoy. 
The fryer ſhuts faſt his doore, and then to him beneth, 
That waytes to heare the doutefull newes of life or elſe of death, 
Thy hap (quoth he) is good, daunger of death is none, 
But thou ſhalt live, and do full well, in ſpite of ſpitefull fone. 
This only payne for thee was erſt proclaymde aloude, 
A baniſhd man, thou mayſt thee not within Verona ſhrowde. 

Theſe heavy tidinges heard, his golden lockes he tare, 
And like a franticke man hath torne the garments that he ware. 
And as the ſmitten deere in brakes is waltring found, 
So waltreth he, and with his breſt doth beate the troden grounde. 
He riſeth eft, and ſtrikes his hed againſt the wals, 
He talleth downe agayne, and lowde for haſty death he cals. 
Come ſpedy death, quoth he, the readieſt leache in love, | 
Synce nought can els beneth the ſunne the ground of greefe re- 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


Of lothſome life breake downe the hated ſtaggering ſtayes, 
Deſtroy, deſtroy at once the life that fayntly yet decayes. 
But you, fayre dame, in whom dame Nature did deviſe 
With cunning hand to woorke that might ſeeme wondrous in our 
eyes, 
For 3 [ pray the gods, your pleaſures to increaſe, 
And all miſhap, with this my death, for evermore to ceaſe, 
And mighty Jove with ſpeede of juſtice bring them lowe, 
Whoſe lofty pryde, without our gylt, our bliſſe doth overblowe. 
And Cupid graunt to thoſe theyr ſpedy wrongs redreſſe, 
That ſhall bewayle my cruell death and pity her diſtreſſe.“ 
Therewith a cloude of ſighes he breathd into the ſkies, 
And two great ſtreames of bitter teares ran from his ſwowlen eyes. 
Theſe thinges the auncient fryer with ſorrow ſaw and heard, 
Of ſuch beginning eke the end the wiſeman greatly feard. - 
But lo! he was ſo weake by reaſon of his age, 
That he ne could by force repreſſe the rigour of his rage. 
His wiſe and frendly woordes he ſpeaketh to the ayre, 
For Romeus ſo vexed is with care, and with diſpayre, 
That no advice can perce his cloſe torſtopped eares, 
So now the fryer doth take his part in ſhedding ruthfull teares, 
With colour pale and wan, with armes full hard y-fold, 
With wofull cheere his wayling frende he ſtandeth to beholde. 
And then our Romeus with tender handes y-wrong, 
With voyce with plaint made horce, with ſobs, and with a fal- 
tring tong, 
Renewd with novel mone the dolors of his hart ; 
His outward dreery cheere bewrayde his ſtore of inward ſmart, 
Fyrſt Nature did he blame, the author of his lyfe, 
In which his joyes had been ſo ſcant, and ſorowes ay ſo rife ; 
The time and place of byrth he teerily did reprove, 
He cryed out with open mouth againſt the ſtarres above: 
The fatall fiſters three, he taid, had donne him wrong, | 
The threed that ſhould not have been ſponne, they had drawne 
forth too long. 
He wiſhed that he had before lis time been borne, 
Or that as ſoone as be wan light, his lyte he had forlorne, 
His nurce he curſed, and the hand that gave him pappe, 
The midwite eke with tender grype that held him in her lappe 
And then did he complaine on Venus? cruell ſonne, 
Who led him firſt unto the rockes which he ſhould warely ſhonne ; 
By weane whereof he loit both ly fe and libertie, | 
And dyed a hundred times a day, and yet could never dye. 
Love's troubles laſten long, the joyes he gives are ſhort ; 
He forceth not a lover's payne, theyr erneſt is his ſport. 
A thouſand thinges and more I here let paſſe to write 


Which unto love this wofull man dyd ſpeake in great deſpite. 
| On 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


On Fortune eke he raylde, he calde her deafe, and blynde, 
Unconſtant, fond, deceitfull, raſhe, unruthfull, and unkynd. 
And to himſelfe he layd a great part of the falt, 

For that he ſlewe and was not ſlaine, in fighting with Tibalt. 
He blamed all the world, and all he did defye, 

But Juliet for whom he lived, for whom eke would he dye. 
When after raging fits appeaſed was his rage, 

And when his paſſions, powred forth, gan partly to aſſwage, 
So wiſely did the fryre unto his tale replye, 

That he ſtraight cared for his life, that erſt had care to dye. 
& Art thou (quoth he) a man? thy ſhape ſaith, ſo thou art; 
Thy crying, and thy weeping eyes denote a woman's hart. 
For manly reaſon is quite from of thy mynd out-chaſed, 
And in her ſtead afiections lewd and fancies highly placed: 
So that I ſtoode in doute, this howre at the leaſt, 

If thou a man or woman wert, or els a brutiſh beaſt. 

A wiſe man in the midſt of troubles and diſtres 


Still flandes not wayling preſent harme, but ſeekes his harme's 


redres. 
As when the winter flawes with dredful noyſe ariſe, 
And heave the tomy ſwelling waves up to the ſtary ſkyes, 
So that the brooſed barke in cruell ſeas betoſt, 
Diſpayreth of the happy haven, in —_ to be loſt, 
The pylate bold at helme, cryes, mates ſtrike now your ſayle, 
And tornes her ſtemme into the waves that ſtrongly her aſſayle; 
Then driven hard upon the bare and wrackefull ſhore, 
In greater daunger to be wrackt than he had been before, 
He ſeeth his ſhip full right againſt the rocke to ronne, 
But yet he dooth what lyeth in him the perlous rocke to ſhonne ; 
Sometimes the beaten boate, by cunning government, 
The ancors loſt, the cables broke, and all the tackle ſpent, 


The roder ſmitten of, and over-boord the maſt, 


Doth win the long-deſyred porte, the ſtormy daunger paſt : 

But if the maſter dread, and overpreſt with woe 

Begin to wring his handes, and lets the gyding rodder goe, 
The ſhip rents on the rocke, or ſinketh in the deepe, 

And eke the coward drenched 1s :—So, if thou ſtill beweepe 
And ſeke not how to helpe the chaunges that do chaunce, 

Thy cauſe of ſorow ſhall increaſe, thou cauſe of thy miſchaunce, 
Other account thee wiſe, prove not thyſelf a foole; 

Now put in practiſe leſſons learned of old in wiſdome's ſchoole, 
The wiſe man faith, beware thou double not thy payne, 

ror one perhaps thou mayſt abyde, but hardly ſuffer twayne. 
As well we ought to ſeeke thinges hurtfull to decreaſe, 

As to indevor helping thinges by ſtudy to increaſe. 

The prayſe of trew fredom in wiſdome's bondage lyes, 


He winneth blame whoſe deedes be fonde, although his woords 
be wiſe, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Sicknes the bodie's gayle, greefe, gayle is of the mynd ; 

If thou canſt ſcape from heavy greefe, true freedome ſhalt thou 
finde. | T9 

Fortune can fill nothing ſo full of hearty greefe, 

But in the ſame a conſtant mynd finds ſolace and releefe. 

Vertue is alwaies thrall to troubles and annoye, 

But wiſdom in adverſitie findes cauſe of quiet joye. 

And they moſt wretched are that know no wretchednes, 

And after great extremity miſhaps ay waxen leſſe. 

Like as there is no weale but waſtes away ſomtime, 

So every kynd of wayled woe will weare away in time. 

If thou wilt maſter quite the troubles that thee ſpill, 

Endeavor firſt by reaſon's help to maſter witles will. 

A ſondry medſon hath eche ſondry faynt diſcaſe, 


But patience, a common falve, to every wound geves eaſe. 


The world is alway full of chaunces and of chaunge, 

Wherefore the chaunge of chance muſt not ſeem to a wife man 
ſtraunge. | | 

For tickel Fortune doth, in chaunging, but her kind, 

But all her chaunges cannot chaunge a ſteady conſtant mynd. 

Though wavering Fortune toorne trom thee her ſmyling face, 

And ſorow ſeke to ſer himſelte in baniſhd pleaſure's place, 

Yet may thy marred ſtate be mended in a whyle, 


And ſhe eftſones that frowneth now, with pleaſant cheere ſhall 


ſmyle. | | 


For as her happy ſtate no long while ſtandeth ſure, 


Even fo the heavy plight ſhe brings, not alwayes doth endure, 

What nede ſo many words to thee that art ſo wyſe ? 

Thou better canſt adviſe thy ſelfe, then I can thee adviſe, 

Wiſdome, I fee, is vayne, if thus in time of neede 

A wiſeman's wit unpractiſed doth ſtand him in no ſteede. 

I know thou haſt fome cauſe of ſorow and of care, 

But well I wot thou haſt no cauſe thus trantickly to fare. 

Affection's foggy miſt thy febled fight doth blynd ; 

But if that reaſon's beames againe might ſhine into thy mynd, 

Tt thou wouldit. view thy ſtate with an indifferent eye, 

I thinke thou wouldſt condemne thy plaint, thy fighing, and thy 

crye. ö 

With valiant hand thou madeſt thy foe yeld up his breth, c 

Thou haſteſcaped his ſword and eke the lawes that threaten death, 

By thy eſcape thy frendes are fraughted full of joy, 

And by his death thy deadly foes are laden with annoy. 

Wilt thou with truſty, frendes of pleaſure take ſome. part? 

Or els to pleale thy hatetull toes be partner of theyr ſmart ? 

Why cryeſt thou out on love ? why doſt thou blame thy fate ? 

Why doſt thou fo crye after death? thy life why doſt thou hate? 

Doſt thou repent the choyſe that thou fo late dydſt chooſe ? 

Love is thy lord; thou oughtſt obey and not thy prince accuſe. 
Fox 
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ROMEUS AN D JULIET. 


For thou haſt found, thou knoweſt, great favour in his ſight, 

He graunted thee, at thy requeſt, thy onely hart's delight. 

So that the gods invyde the bliſſe thou livedſt in; 

To geve to ſuch unthankfull men is folly and a fin, 

Methinke I hear thee ſay, the cruell bantſhment 

Is onely cauſe of thy unreſt ; onely thou doſt lament 

That from thy natite land and frendes thou muſt depart, 

Enforſd to flye from her that hath the keping of thy hart: 

And ſo oppreſt with waight of ſmart that thou doſt feele, 

Thou doſt complaine of Cupid's brand, and Fortune's turning 
wheele. 

Unto a valiant hart there 1s no banyſhment, 

All countreys are his native ſoyle beneath the firmament. 

As to the fiſh the ſea, as to the fowle the ayre, 

So is like pleaſant to the wiſe eche place of his repayre. 

Though forward Fortune chaſe thee hence 1nto exile, 

With doubled honor ſhall ſhe call thee home within a while. 

Admit thou ſhouldſt abyde abrode a year or twayne, 

Should fo ſhort abſence cauſe ſo long and eke ſo greevous payne? 

Though thou ne mayſt thy frendes here in Verona ſee, 

They are not baniſhd Mantua, where ſafely thou mayſt be. 


Thether they may reſort, though thou reſort not hether, 


And there in ſuretie may you talke of your affayres together, 
Yea, but this while, alas! thy Juliet muſt thou miſſe, 

The only piller of thy health, and ancor of thy bliſſe. 

Thy heart thou leaveſt with her, when thou doeſt hence depart, 
And in thy breſt incloſed bear*ſt her tender frendly hart. 

But if thou re ſo much to leave the reſt behinde, 

With thought of paſſed joyes content thy uncontented minde ; 
So ſhall the mone decreaſe wherewith thy mind doth melt, 
Compared to the heavenly joyes which thou haſt often felt. 

He is too nyſe a weakeling that ſhrinketh at a ſnowre, 

And he unworthy of the ſweete, that taſteth not the ſowre. 

Call now agayne to mynd thy fyrſt conſuming flame; 

How didſt thou vainely burne in love of an unloving dame? 
Hadſt thou not wel nigh wept quite out thy ſwelling eyne ? 

Did not thy parts, fordoon with payne, 'languiſhe away and pyne ? 
Thoſe greefes and othets like were happly overpaſt, 

And thou in haight of Fortune's wheele well placed at the laſt 3 
From whence thou art now falne, that, rayſed up agayne, 

With greater joy a greater whyle in pleaſure mayſt thou raigne. 
Compare the preſent while with times y-paſt before, 

And thinke that fortune hath for thee great pleaſure yet in ſtore, 
The whilſt, this little wrong receve thou patiently, 

And what of force muſt needes be done, that do thou willingly, 
Folly it 1s to feare that thou canſt not avoyde, 

And madnes to deſyre it much 7 cannot be enjoyde. 
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ROMEUS AND JUL IE I. 


To geve to Fortune place, not aye deſerveth blame, 

But ſkill it is, according to the times thy ſelfe to frame.“ 
Whilſt to this ſkilfull lore he lent his liſtning eares, 

His ſighes are ſtopt, and ſtopped are the conduyts of his teares. 

As blackeſt cloudes are chaſed by winter's nimble wynde, 

So have his reaſons chaced care out of his caretull mynde, 

As of a morning fowle enſues an evening tayre, 

So baniſht hope returneth home to baniſh his deſpayre. 

Now is affection's veale removed from his eyes, 


He ſeeth the path that he muſt walke, and reaſon makes him wiſe, 


For very ſhame the blood doth flaſhe in both his cheekes, 
He thankes the father for his love, and farther ayde he ſeekes, 
He ſayth, that ſkilles youth for counſell is unfitte, 
And anger oft with haſtines are joynd to want of witte; 
But ſound adviſe aboundes in hides with horiſh heares, 
For wiſdom is by practiſe wonne, and perfect made by yeares. 
But aye from this time forth his ready-bending will 

hal be in awe and governed by fryer Lawrence” ſkill, 
The governor is now right carefull of his charge, 
To whom he doth wiſely. diſcoorſe of his affayres at large. 
He tells him how he ſhall depart the towne unknowne, 
(Both mindful of his frendes ſafetie, and carefull of his owne) 
How he ſhall gyde himſelfe, how he ſhall ſeeke to winne 
The frendſhip of the better fort, how warely to crepe in 
The favour of the Mantuan prince, and how he may 
Appeaſe the wrath of Eſcalus, and wipe the fault away; 
The choller of his foes by gentle meanes taſſuage, 
Or els by force and practiſes to bridle quite theyr rage: 
And laſt he chargeth him at his appoynted howre 
To goe with manly mery cheere unto his ladie's bowre; 
And there with holeſome woordes to ſalve her ſorowe's ſmart, 
And to revive, if nede require, her faint and dying hart. 

The old man's woords have fill'd with joy our Romeus' breſt, 
And eke the old wyve's talke hath ſet our Juliet's hart at reſt, 
Whereto may I compare, o lovers, thys your day? 

Like dayes the painefull mariners are wonted to aſſay; 

For, beat with tempeſt great, when they at length eſpye 

Some little beame of Phœbus' light, that perceth through the ſkie, 

To cleare the thadowde earth by clearenes of his face, 

They hope that dreadles they hall ronne the remnant of theyr 
race ; 

Yea they afſure them ſelfe, and quite behind theyr backe 

They caſt all doute, and thanke the gods for ſcaping of the 
wracke ; Ra 

But ſtraight the boyſterous windes with greater fury blowe, 

And over. boord the broken maſt the ſtormy blaſtes doe throwe ; 

The heaveng large are clad with cloudes as darke as hell, 

And twice as hye the ſtriving waves begin to roare and ſwell; 
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ROM EUS AND JULIET 


With greater daunger's dred the men are vexed more, 
In greater perill of theyr lyfe then they had been before. 
The golden ſonne was gonne to lodge him in the weſt, 
The full moon eke in yonder ſouth had ſent moſt men to reſt ; 
When reſtles Romeus and reſtles Juliet 
In woonted fort, by woonted meane, in Juliet's chaumber met, 
And from the windowe's top downe had he leaped ſcarce, 
When ſhe with armes outſtretched wide ſo hard did him embrace, 
That wel nigh had the ſprite (not forced by dedly force) 
Flowne unto death, before the time abandoning the corce. 
Thus muet ſtoode they both the eyght part of an howre, 
And both would ſpeake, but neither had of ſpeaking any powre; 
But on his breſt her hed doth joyleſſe Juliet lay, 
And on her {lender necke his chyn doth ruthfull Romeus ſtay. 
Theyr ſcalding ſighes aſcend, and by theyr checkes downe fall 
Theyr trickling teares, as chriſtall cleare, but bitterer far then 
all, 
y ue he, to end the greefe which both they lived in, 
Dyd kiſſe his love, and wiſely thus hys tale he dyd begin: 
„My Juliet, my love, my onely hope and care, 
To you I purpoſe not as now with length of woordes declare 
The diverienes and eke the accidents ſo ſtraunge 
Of frayle unconſtant Fortune, that delyteth ſtill in chaunge; 
Who in a moment heaves her frendes up to the height 
Of her ſwiſt· turning ſlippery wheele, then fleetes her frendſhip 
ſtraight. : 
O Wee . chaunge! even with the twinkling of an eye 
Whom erſt her ſelfe had raſhly ſet in pleaſant place fo hye, 
The ſame in great deſpyte downe hedlong doth ſhe throwe, 
And while ſhe treades, and ſpurneth at the lofty ſtate layde lowe, 
More ſorow doth ſhe ſhape within an hower's ſpace, 
Than pleaſure in an hundred yeares ; ſo geyſon is her grace, 
The proofe whereof in me, alas! too playne apperes, 
Whom tenderly my carefull frendes have foſterd with my feeres, 
In proſperous hygh degree, mayntained fo by fate, 
That, as your ſelfe dyd ſee, my foes envyde my noble ſtate. 
One thing there was I did above the reſt deſyre, 
To which as to the ſovereign good by hope I would aſpyre, 
That by our mariage meane we might within a while 
(To work our perfect happenes) our parents reconcile ; 
That ſafely ſo we might, not ſtopt by ſturdy ſtrife, 
Unto the bounds that God hath ſet, gyde forth our pleaſant lyfe. 
But now, alacke ! too ſoone my bliſſe is over-blowne, 
And upſide downe my purpoſe and my enterpriſe are throwne. 
And driven from my frendes, of ſtraungers muſt I crave 
(O graunt it God !) from daunger's dread that I may ſuretie have, 
For loe, henceforth I muſt wander in landes unknowne, 
(So hard I finde the prince's doome) exyled from myne owne. 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


Which thing I have thought good to ſet before your eyes, 
And to exhort you now to proove yourſelfe a woman wile ; 
That patiently you beare my abſent long abod, 
For what above by fatall doome decreed is, that God ——" 
And more than this to ſay, it ſeemed, he was bent, 
But Juliet in dedly greefe, with brackiſh teares beſprent, 
Brake of his tale begonne, and whilſt his ſpeech he ſtayde, 
"Theſe ſelfe ſame woordes, or like to theſe, with dreery cheere ſhe 
ſayde : | 
6 Why Romeus, can it be, thou haſt ſo hard a hart, 
So farre removed from ruth, ſo farre from thinking on my ſmart, 
To leave me thus alone, thou cauſe of my diſtreſſe, | 
Beſeged with ſo great a campe of mortall wretchedneſſe; 
'That every howre now and moment in a day 
A thouſand times Death bragges, as he would reave my lyfe away ? 
Yet ſuch is my miſhap, O cruell deſtinye ! 
That ſtill I 1yve, and wiſh for death, but yet can never dye. 
So that juſt cauſe I have to thinke, as ſeemeth me, 
That froward Fortune did of late with cruell Death agree, 
To lengthen lothed lyfe, to pleaſure in my payne, 
And triumph in my harme, as in the greateſt hoped gayne. 
And thou, the inſtrument of Fortune's cruell will, 
Without whoſe ayde ſhe can no way her tyrans luſt fulfill, 
Art not a whit aſhamde (as farre as I can ſee) 
To caſt me of, when thou haſt culld the better part of me. 
Whereby alas! to ſoone, I, ſeely wretch, do prove, 
That all the auncient ſacred laws of frendſhip and of love 
Are quelde and quenched quite, fince he on whom alwa 
My cheete hope and my ſteady truſt was woonted ſtill to ſlay, 
For whom I am becomme unto myſelte a toe, - 
Diſdayneth me, his ſtedfaſt frend, and ſkornes my frendſhip ſo, 
Nay Romeus, nay, thou mayit of two thinges chooſe the one, 
Eyther to ſee thy caſtaway, as ſoone as thou art gone, 
Hedlong to throw her ſelfe downe from the windowe's haight, 
And ſo to breake her flender necke with all the bodie's waight, 
Or ſufter her to be companion of thy payne, 


Where ſo thou go (Fortune thy gyde), tyll thou retourne agayne, 
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So wholy into thine transformed is my hart, 

hat even as oft as I do thinke that thou and I ſhall part, 
So oft, methinkes, my lyfe withdrawes it ſelfe awaye, 
Which I retaine to no end els but to the end I may 

in ſpite of all thy toes thy preſent partes enjoye, 

And in diſtres to beare with thee the halfe of thine annoye. 
Wheretore, in humble fort, Romeus, I make requeſt, 

It ever tender pity yet were lodgde in gentle breſt, 

O, let it now have place to reſt within thy hart 

Rectre me as thy (ſervant, and the fellow af thy ſmart : 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Thy abſence is my death, thy fight ſhall geve me lyfe. 
But if perhaps thou ſtand in dred to lead me as a wyfe, 
Art thou all counſelleſſe? canſt thou no ſhift deviſe ? 
What letteth but in other weede I may my ſelfe diſguyſe ? 
What, ſhall I be the firſt? hath none done ſo ere this, | 
To ſcape the bondage of theyr frends ? thyſelfe can aunſwer, yes, 
Or doſt thou ſtand in doute that I thy wife ne can 
By ſervice pleaſure thee as much, as may thy hyred man ? 
Or is my loyalte of both accompted leſſe? I 
Perhaps thou fear ſt leſt I for gayne forſake thee in diſtreſſe. 
What! hath my bewty now no powre at all on you, 
Whoſe brightnes, force, and prayſe, ſometime up to the ſkyes 
you blew ? | 
My teares, my frendſhip and my pleaſures donne of olde, 
Shall they be quite forgote in dede ?*”—When Romeus dyd be- 
hold | 
The wildnes of her looke, her cooller pale and ded, 
The woorſt of all that might betyde to her, he gan to dred ; 
And once agayne he dyd in armes his Juliet take, 
And kiſt her with a loving kyſſe, and thus to her he ſpake ; 
Ah Juliet, (quoth he) the miſtres of my hart, 
For whom, even now, thy ſervant doth abyde in dedly ſmart, 
Even for the happy dayes which thou deſyreſt to ſee, 
And for the fervent frendſhip's ſake that thou doſt owe to mee, 
At once theſe fanſies vayne out of thy mynd roote out, 
Except, perhaps, unto thy blame, thou fondly go about 
To haſten forth my death, and to thine owne to ronne, 
Which Nature's law and wiſdom's lore teach every wight tg 
ſhonne, | 
For, but thou change thy mynde, (I do foretell the end) 
Thou ſhalt undoo thyſelfe for aye, and me thy truſty frend. 
For why ?—thy abſence knowne, thy father will be wroth, 
And in his rage fo narowly he will purſue us both, 
That we ſhall trye in vayne to ſcape away by flight, 
And vainely ſeeke a loorking place to hyde us from his fight. 
Then we, found out and caught, quite voyde of ſtrong defence, 
Shall cruelly be puniſhed for thy departure hence; 
Jas a raviſher, thou as a careles childe, 
I as a man that doth defile, thou as a mayde defilde ; 
Thinking to lead in eaſe a long contented life, 
Shall ſhort our dayes by ſhamefull death: but if, my loving wife, 
Thou baniſh from thy mynde two foes that counſell hath, 
(That wont to hinder ſound adviſe) raſhe haſtines and wrath, 
If thou be bent to obey the love of reaſon's ſkill, 8 
And wiſcly by ber princely powre ſuppreſſe rebelling will, 
If thou our ſafetie ſeeke, more then thine owne delight, 


(Since ſuretie ſtandes in parting, and thy pleaſures growe of 


light, ) ; 
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44 ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


l Forbeare the cauſe of joy, and ſuffer for a while, 
1 - So ſhall I ſafely live abrode, and ſafe torne from exile : 
i So ſhall no ſlander's blot thy ſpotles life diſtay ne, 
e 3 FE So ſhall thy kinſmen be unſtyrd, and 1 exempt from payne. 
0 And thinke thou not, that aye the cauſe of care ſhall laſt ; 
Theſe ſtormy broyles ſhall over-blowe, much like a winter's blaſt, 
For Fortune chaungeth more then fickel fantaſie; | 
In nothing Fortune conſtant is ſave in unconſtancie. 
Her haſty ronning wheele is of a reſtles coorſe, 
That turnes the clymers hedlong downe, from better to the 
| woorſe, | 
2008 | And thoſe that are beneth ſhe heaveth up agayne : 
Wh So we ſhall riſe to pleaſure's mount, out of the pit of payne. 
Ere foure monthes overpaſſe, ſuch order will 1 take, 
10 And by my letters and my frendes ſuch meanes I mynd to make, 
1 4 That of my wandring race ended ſhal be the toyle, 
FN And I cald home with honor great unto my native ſoyle, 
11 But if 1 be condemnd to 2 ſtill in thrall, 
1 Iwill returne to you, mine owne, befall what may befall. 
| | And then by ſtrength of frendes, and with a mighty hand, 
7 From Verone will I carry thee into a foreign lande; 
51 Not in man's weede diſguyſd, or as one ſcarcely knowne, 
mY 5 | But as my wife and onely feere, in garment | thyne owne. 
Wherefore repreſſe at once the paſſions of thy hart, 
| | | And where there is no cauſe of greete, cauſe hope to heale thy 
1 51 ſmart. | 
For of this one thyng thou may'ſt well aſſured bee, 
That nothing els but onely death ſhall ſunder me from thee,” 
„ The reaſons that he made did ſeeme of ſo great waight, 
. And had with her ſuch force, that ſhe to him gan aunſwere 
1 ſtraight. 8 
Deere Syr, nought els wiſh I but to obey your will; 
But ſure where fo you go, your hart with me ſhall tarry ſtill, 3 
q | As ſigne and certaine pledge, tyll here I ſhall you ſee, 1 
Ot all the powre that over you your ſelfe did graunt to me; 5 
Aud in his ſtead take myne, the gage of my good will, — 


„ One promeſſe crave I at your hand, that graunt me to fulfill ; Bb 
17 Fayle not to let me have, at fryer Laurence hand, 1 
1 | 1 he tydinges of your health, and howe your doutfull caſe ſhall Mp 
4 and. 3 
Fs And all the wery whyle that you ſhall ſpend abrode, 5 
1 | Cauſe me from time to time to know the place of your abode,” 
WW | His eyes did guſh out teares, a ſigh brake from his breſt, 
8 When he did graunt and with an othe did vowe to kepe the heſt. 

0 | | Thus theſe two lovers paſſe awaye the wery night, 
r In payne and plaint, not, as they wont, in pleature and delight, _ 
1 But now, ſomewhat too ſoone, in fartheſt eaſt aroſe : 
1 Fayre Lucifer, the golden ſtarre that lady Venus choſe; E 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Whoſe courſe appoynted is with ſpedy race to ronne, 
A meſſenger of dawning daye, and of the ryſing ſonne. 
Then freſh Aurora with her pale and filver glade 


Did cleare the ſkies, and from the earth had chaſed ougly ſhade. 


When thou ne lookeſt wide, ne cloſely doſt thou winke, 


When Phcobus from our hemiſphere in weſterne wave doth ſinke, 


What cooller then the heavens do ſhew unto thine eyes, 
The ſame, or like, ſaw Romeus in fartheſt eaſterne ſkies, 
As yet he ſaw no day, ne could he call it night, 


With equall force decreaſing darke fought with increaſing light, 


Then Romeus in armes his lady gan to folde, 
With frendly kiſſe, and ruthfully ſhe gan her knight beho 
With ſolemne othe they both theyr ſorowfull leave do take; 


Ide. 


They ſweare no ſtormy troubles ſhall theyr ſteady frendſhip ſhake, 


Then careſull Romeus agay ne to cell retoornes, 

And in her chaumber ſecretly our joy les Juliet moornes. 
Now hugy cloudes of care, of ſorow, and of dread, 

The clearnes of theyr gladſome harts hath wholy overſpread. 
When golden-crefied Phoebus boſleth him in ſkye, 


And under earth, to ſcape revenge, his dedly toe doth flye, 


Then hath theſe lovers? day an ende, theyr night begonne, 

For eche of them to other is as to the world the ſonne. 

The dawning they ſhall ſee, ne ſommer any more, 

But black-faced night with winter rough ah ! beaten over 
The wery watch diſcharged did hye them home to flepe, 


ſore, 


The warders, and the ſkowtes were charged theyr place and 


courſe to kepe, 
And Verone gates awide the porters had ſet open, 


When Romeus had of hys aftayres with fryer Lawrence ſpoken, 


Warely he walked forth, unknowne of frend or foe, 

Clad like a merchant venterer, from top even to the toe. 
He ſpurd apace, and came, withouten ſtoppe or ſtay, 

To Mantva gates, where lighted downe, he ſent his man a 
With woordes of comfort to his olde afflicted ſyre; 


way 


And ſtraight, in mynde to ſojourne there, a lodging doth he hyre. 


And with the nobler ſort he doth himſelfe acquaynt, 

And of his open wrong receaved the duke doth heare his pl 
He practiſeth by frendes for pardon of exile; 

The whilſt, he ſeeketh every way his ſorowes to begyle. 
But who forgets the cole that burneth in his breſt ? 

Alas! his cares denye his hart the ſweete deſyred reſt. 
No time findes he of myrth, he fyndes no place of joy, 
But every thing occaſion gives of ſorowe and annoye. 
For when in toorning ſkyes the heavens' lamps are light, 
And from the other hemiſphere fayre Phoebus chaſeth nig 
When every man and beaſt hath reſt from paynefull toyle, 
Then in the breſt of Romeus his paſſions gin to boyle, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Then doth he wet with teares the cowche whereon he lyes, 
And then his ſighes the chaumber fill, and out aloude he cryes 
Againſt the reſtles ſtarres in rolling ſkies that raunge, 

Againſt the fatall filters three, and Fortune full of chaunge. 
Eche night a thouſand times he calleth for the day, 

He thinketh Titan's reſtles ſteedes of reſtines do ſtay ; 

Or that at length they have ſome bayting place found out, 

Or, gyded yll, have loſt theyr way and wandred farre about. 
While thus in ydell thoughts the wery time he ſpendeth, 


The night hath end, but not with night the plaint of night he 


endeth, 
Is he accompanied? is he in place alone ? | 
In cumpany he wayles his harme, apart he maketh mone. 
For if his feeres rejoyce, what cauſe hath he to joy, 
That wanteth ſtill his cheefe delight, while they theyr loves en- 
joye e 
But if with heavy cheere they ſhew their inward greefe, 
He wayleth moſt his wretchedneſs that is of wretches cheete. 
When he doth heare abrode the prayſe of ladies blowne, 
Within his thought he ſcorneth them, and doth prefer his owne, 
When pleaſant ſonges he heares, wheile others do rejoyce, 
The melody of muſicke doth ſtyrre up his mourning voyce. 
But if in ſecret place he walke ſome where alone, 
The place it ſelle and ſecretnes redoubleth all his mone. 
Then ſpeakes he to the beaſtes, to feathered fowles and trees, 
Unto the earth, the cloudes, and what fo beſide he ſees. 
To them he ſheweth his ſmart, as though they reaſon had, 
Eche thing may cauſe his heavines, but nought may make him 
lad. 
And Boe of the world agayne he calleth night, 
The ſunne he curſeth, and the howre when firſt his eyes * light. 
And as the night and day theyr courſe do enterchaunge. 
So doth our Romeus nightly cares for cares of day exchaunge. 
In abſence of her knight the lady no way could 
Kepe trewce betweene her greetes and her, though nere ſo fayne 
ſhe would ; 
And though with greater payne ſhe cloked ſorowe's ſmart, 
Yet did her paled face diſcloſe the paſſions of her hart. 
Her ſighing every howre, her weeping every where, 
Her recheles heede of meate, of flepe, and wearing of her geare, 
The carefull mother markes ; then of her health atrayde, 
Becauſe the greefes increaſed ſtill, thus to her child ſhe ſayde ; 
Deere daughter, if you ſhoulde long languiſhe in this ſort, 
I ſtand in doute that over- ſoone your ſorowes will make ſhort 
Your loving father's life and myne, that love you more 
T _—_ our one propre breth and lyfe. Brydel henceforth there» 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


Your greefe and payne, yourſelfe on joy your thought to ſet, 
For tune it is that now you ſhould our * death forget. 
Ot whom fince God hath claymd the life that was but lent, 
He is in bliſſe, ne is there cauſe why you ſhould thus lament; 
You cannot call him backe with teares and ſhrikinges ſhrill ; 
It is a falt thus ftill to grudge at God's appoynted will.” 

The ſeely ſoule hath now no longer powre to fayne, 


No longer could ſhe hide her harme, but aunſwered thus agayne, 


With heavy broken fighes, with viſage pale and ded: 


„Madame, the laſt of Tybalt's teares a great while ſince I ſhed ; 


Whoſe ſpring hath been ere this ſo laded out by me, 

That empty quite and moyſtureles I geſſe it now to be. 

So that my, payned hart by conduytes of the eyne 

No more henceforth (as wont it was) ſhall guſh forth dropping 
bryne. 5 

The wofull mother knew not what her daughter ment, 


And loth to vexe her chylde by woordes, her pace ſhe warely hent. 


But when from howre to howre, from morow to the morow, 
Still more and more ſhe ſaw increaſt her daughter's wonted ſorrow, 
All meanes ſhe ſought of her and houſhold folke to know 


The certain roote whereon her greete and booteles mone doth 


owe. 

But — ſne hath in vayne her time and labor lore, 

Wherefore without all meaſure is her hart tormented ſore. 

And fith herſelfe could not fynde out the cauſe of care, 

She thought it good to tell the ſyre how ill his childe did fare. 

And when ſhe ſaw her time, thus to her feere ſhe ſayde: 

„ Syr, 1285 marke our daughter well, the countenance of the 
mayde, 

And hw ſhe fareth ſince that Tybalt unto death 

Before his time, forſt by his foe, did yeld his living breath, 

Her face ſhall ſeeme ſo chaunged, her doynges eke ſo ſtraunge, 

That you will greatly wonder at ſo great and ſodain chaunge. 

Not onely ſhe forbeares her meate, her drinke and ſleepe, 

But now ſhe tendeth nothing els but to lament and weepe. 

No greater joy hath ſhe, nothing contents her hart 

So much, as in the chaumber cloſe to ſhut her ſelte apart : 

Where ſhe doth ſo torment her poore afflicted mynde, 

That Foy in daunger ſtandes her lyfe, except fome help ſhe 

nde. 

But, out alas! I ſee not how it may be founde, 

Unleſſe that fyrſt we might fynd whence her ſorowes thus 

| abounde. 

For though with buſy care I have employde my wit, 

And uſed all the wayes I have to learne the truth of it, 

Neither extremitie ne gentle meanes could boote; 

She hydeth cloſe within her breſt her ſecret ſorowe's roote, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


This was my fyrſt conceite, —that all her ruth aroſe 

Out of her cooſin Tybalt's death, late ſlayne of dedly foes. 

But now my hart doth hold a new repugnant thought; 

Somme greater thing, not Tybalt's death, this chaunge in her hath 
wrought. 

Her ſelfe aſſured me that many days agoe 

She ſhed the laſt of Tybalt's teares ; which woords amaſd me ſo 

That I then could not geſſe what thing els might her greeve : 

But now at length | have bethought me; and I do beleve 

The only crop and roote of all my daughter's payne 

Is grudging envie's faynt diſeaſe ; perhaps ſhe doth diſdayne 

Jo fee in wedlocke yoke the moſt part of her teeres, 

Whilſt only ſhe unmaried doth loſe lo many yeres. 


And more, perchaunce ſhe thinkes you mynd to kepe her ſo; 


Wherefore diſpayring doth ſhe weare her ſelte away with woe. 
Theretore, deere Syr, in tyme, take on your daughter ruth ; 
For why ? a brickle thing is glaſſe, and frayle is ſkilleſſe youth, 
Joyne her at once to ſomme in linke of mariage, 
That may be meete tor our degree, and much about her age. 
So ſhall you baniſh care out of your daughter's breſt, 
So we her parentes, in our ave, ſhall live in quiet reſt,” 
Whereto gan eaſely her huſband to agree, 
And to the mother's ſkiltull-talke thus ſtraightway aunſwered he. 
Oft have I thought, deere wife, of all theſe thinges ere this, 
But evermore my mynd me gave, it ſhould not be amiſſe 
By farther leyſure had a huſband to provyde ; 
Scarce ſaw ſhe yet full ſixteen yeres,—too yong to be a bryde, 
But ſince her ſtate doth ſtande on termes ſo perilous, 
And that a mayden daughter is a treaſure daungerous, 
With fo great ſpeede 1 will endeavour to procure 
A huſband for our daughter yong, her ficknes faynt to cure, 
That you ſhall reſt content, fo warely will J chooſe, 
And ſhe recover ſoone enough the time ſhe ſeemes to looſe, 
The whilit ſeeke you to learne, if ſhe in any part 
Already hath, unware to us, fixed her frendly hart 
Leit we have more reſpect to honor and to welth, 
Then to our daughter's quict lyfe, and, to her happy helth : 
Whom TI do hold as deere as thapple of myne eye, 
And rather with in poore eſtate and daughterles to dye, 
Then leave my goodes and her y-thrald to ſuch a one, 
Whoſe chorliſh dealing, (I once dead) ſhould be her cauſe of 
mone. 

This pleaſant aunſwer heard, the lady partes agayne, 
And Capilet, the mayden's ſyre, within a day or twayne, 
Conferreth with his frendes tor mariage of his daughter, 
And many gentilmen there were, with buſy care that ſought her ; 
Both, for the mayden was well-ſhaped, yony and fayre, / 
As alſo well brought up, and wiſe ; her tather's onely heyre. / 
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Emong the reſt was one inflamde with her deſyre, 

Who: county Paris cleeped was; an earle he had to ſyre. 

Of all the ſuters hym the father lyketh beſt, 

And eaſely unto the earle he maketh his beheſt, 

Both of his owne good will, and of his trendly ayde, 

To win his wyfe unto his will, and to perſuade the mayde, 

The wyfe dyd joy to heare the joytul huſband fay 

How happy hap, how meete a match, he had found out that day; 
Ne did the ſeeke to hyde her joyes within her hart, 

But ſtraight ſhe hyeth to Juliet; to her ſhe telles, apart, 

What happy talke, by meane of her, was paſt no rather 
Betwene the woing Paris and her careful loving father. 

The perſon of the man, the featers of his face, a 

His youthfull ycres, his fayrenes, and his port, and ſeemely 

race, 

Wid curious woordes ſhe payntes before her daughter's eyes, 
And then with ſtore of vertue's prayſe ſhe heaves him to the ſkyes. 
She vauntes his race, and gyftes that Fortune did him geve, 
Whereby ſhe ſayth, both ſhe and hers in great delight ſhall live. 
When juliet conceved her parente's whole entent, 

Whereto both love and reaton's right forbod her to aſſent, 
Within herſelfe ſhe thought rather than be forſworne, 

With horſes wilde her tender partes aſunder ſhould be torne, 

Not now, with baſhful brow, in wonted wiſe, ſhe ſpake, 
But with unwonted boldnes ſtraight into theſe wordes ſhe brake: 

„Madame, I marvell much, that you fo lavaſſe are 

Of me your childe, your jewell once, your onely joy and care, 
As thus to yelde me up at pleaſure of another, 
Before you know if 1 do lyke or els miſlike my lover. 

Doo what you liſt ; but yet of this aſſure you (till, 

If you do as you fay you will, I yelde not there untill. 
For had I choyſe of twayne, farre rather would I chooſe 
ly part of all your goodes and eke my breath and lyfe to looſe, 
hen graunt that he poſſeſs of me the ſmalleſt part: 
Fyrſt, weary of my painefull lyfe, my cares ſhall kill my hart; 


Els will I perce my breſt with ſharpe and bloody knife; 


And you, my mother, ſhall becomme the murdreſſe of my lyfe, 
In geving me to him whom TI ne can, ne may, | 
Ne ought, to love: wherefore, on knees, deere mother, I you 
ray, 
To let me live henceforth, as I have lived tofore; 
Ceaſe all your troubles for my fake and care for me no more; 
But ſuffer Fortune feerce to worke on me her will, 
In her it lyeth to do me boote, in her it lyeth to ſpill, 
For whilſt you for the beſt deſyre to place me fo, 
You haſt away my lingring death, and double all my woe.” 
So deepe this aunſwere made the ſorrowes downe to finke 


Into the mother's breſt, that ſhe ne knoweth what to thinke 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 
Of theſe her daughter's woords, but all appalde ſhe ſtandes, 


And up unto the heavens ſhe throwes her wondring head and 


handes. 


And, nigh beſyde her ſelfe, her huſband hath ſhe ſought ; 
She telles him all ; ſhe doth forget ne yet ſhe hydeth ought. 
The teſty old man, wroth, diſdainfull without meaſure, 


Sendes forth his folke in haſte for her, and byds them take no 


leyſure; | 
Ne on her teares or pl 


aint at all to have remorſe, 


But, if they cannot with her will, to bring the mayde perforce. 


The meſlage heard, they part, to fetch that they muſt fet, 
And willingly with them walkes forth obedient Juliet. 


Arrived 1n the place, 


when ſhe her father ſaw, 


Of whom, as much as duety would, the daughter ſtoode in awe, 


The ſervantes ſent away (the mother thought it meete), 
The wotull daughter all bewept fell groveling at his feete, 
Which ſhe doth waſh with teares as ſhe thus groveling lyes ; 
So faſt and eke ſo plenteouſly diſtill they from her eyes: 
When ſhe to call for grace her mouth doth thinke to open, 


Muet ſhe is; for fighes and ſobs her fearefull talke have broken. 
The tyre, whote ſwelling wroth her teares could not aſſwage, 
With fiery eyen, and ſkarlet cheekes, thus ſpake her in his rage 


(Whilſt ruthfully ſtood by the mayden's mother mylde): 
Liſten (quoth he) unthanktull and thou diſobedient childe ; 
Haſt thou fo foone let {lip out of thy mynde the woord, 
That thou ſo often times haſt heard rehearfed at my boord ? 
How much the Romayne youth of parentes ſtoode in awe, 


And eke what powre upon theyr ſeede the parentes had by lawe ? 


Whom they not onely might pledge, alienate, and ſell, 


(When ſo they ſtood in neede) but more, it children did rebell, 


The parentes had the power of lyfe and fodayn death. 


What if thoſe good men ſhould agayne receve the living breth ? 
In how ſtraight bondes would they thy ſtubborne body bynde ? 
What weapons would they ſeeke tor thee ? what torments would 


they tynde, 


To chaiten, if they ſaw the lewdneſs of thv lyfe, 


Thy great unthankfulnes to me, and ſhamefull ſturdy ſtryfe? 


Such care thy mother had, ſo deere thou wert to mee, 
That I with long and earneſt ſute provyded have for thee - 
One of the greateſt lordes that wonnes about this towne, 
And for his many vertues' fake a man of great renowne. 
Ot whom both thou and I unworthy are too much, 

So rich ere long he ſhal be left, his father's welth is ſuch, 


Such 1s the noblenes 


and honor of the race 


From whence his father came : and yet thou playeſt in this caſe 


The dainty foole and ſtubborne gyrle ; for want of 1kill 
Thou doſt retuſe thy offered weale, and diſobey my will. 


Even 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 51 


Even by his ſtrength I ſweare, that fyrſt did geve me lyfe, 
And gave me in my youth the ſtrength to get thee on my wyſe, 
Onleſſe by Wenſday next thou bend as | am bent, 
And at our caſtle cald Freetowne thou freely do aſſent 
To Countie Paris” ſute, and promiſe to agree 
To whatſoever then ſhall paſſe *twixt him, my wife, and me, 
Not only will J geve all that IJ have away 
From thee, to thoſe that ſhall me love, me honor, and obay, 
But alſo to ſo cloſe and to ſo hard a gayle | 
I ſhall thee wed, for all thy life, that ſure thou ſhalt not fayle 
A thouſand times a day to wiſhe for fodayn death, 
And curſe the day and howre when fyrſt thy lunges did geve thee 
breath, | 
Adviſe thee well, and ſay that thou are warned now, 
And thinke not that I ſpeake in ſporte, or mynde to break my 
vowe. 
For were it not that I to Counte Paris gave 
My fayth, which J muſt keepe unfalſt, my honor fo to ſave, 
Ere thou goe hence, my ſelfe would ſee thee chaſtned fo, 
That thou ſhouldſt once for all be taught thy duetie how to 
knowe ; | 
And what revenge of olde the angry ſyres did fynde 
Agaynſt theyr children that rebeld, and ſhewd them ſelfe un- 
kinde.“ 
Theſe ſayde, the olde man ſtraight is gone in haſte away; 
Ne for his daughter's aunſwere would the teſty father ſtay. 
And after him his wyfe doth follow out of doore, 
And there they leave theyr chidden childe kneeling upon the 
floore. | 
Then ſhe that oft had ſeene the fury of her ſyre, 
: Dreading what might come of his rage, nould farther ſtyrre his 
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3 Unto ber chaumber ſhe withdrew her ſelfe aparte, 
| =—_ Where ſhe was wonted to unlode the ſorowes of her hart, 
1 There did ſhe not ſo much buſy her eyes in ſleping, 


As (overpreſt with reſtles thoughts) in piteous booteles weeping. 
The faſt falling of teares make not her teares decreaſe, 
Ne, by the powring forth of playnt, the cauſe of plaint to ceaſe, 
So that to thend the mone and forow may decaye, 
The beſt is that ſhe ſeeke ſomme meane to take the cauſe away. 
Her wery bed betyme the woful wight forſakes, 
And ſo ſainct Frauncis? church, to maſſe, her way devoutly takes. 
The fryer forth is calde ; ſhe prayes him heare her ſhrift; 
. Devotion is in ſo yong yeres a rare and pretious gyft. 
= When on her tender knees the daynty lady kneeles, 
5 In mynde to powre foorth all the greete that inwardly ſhe feeles, 
bs, With fighes and falted teares her ſhriving doth beginne, 
1 100 For ſhe of heaped ſorowes hath to ſpeake, and not of ſinne. 
=_ D 2 Her 
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ROMEUS AND JULIETFT. 


Her voyce with piteous playnt was made already horce, 
And haſty ſobs, when ſhe would ſpeake, brake of her woordes 
perforce. 
But as ſhe may, peace meale, ſhe powreth in his lappe 
T he mariage newes, A miſchete new, prepared by miſhappe z 
Her parentes* promiſſe erſt to Counte Paris pait, 
Her fathers threats ſhe telleth him, and thus concludes at laſt: 
„Once was I wedded well, ne will I wed againe ; 
For ſince I know I may not be the wedded wy fe of twaine, 
(For I am bound to have one God, one tayth, one make, ) 
My purpoſe is as ſoone as I ſhall hence my jorney take, 
With theſe two handes, which joynde unto the heavens I ſtretch, 
The haſty death which I deſyre, unto my ſelfe to reach. 
This day, O Romeus, this day, thy wotull wife 
Will bring the end of all her cares by ending carefull lyfe. 
So my departed ſprite ſhall witnes to the ſkye, 
And eke my blood unto the earth beare record, how that I 
Have kept my fayth uubroke, ſtedfaſt unto my frend.” 
When thys her heavy tale was told, her vowe eke at an ende, 
Her galing here and there, her feerce and ſtaring looke, 
Did witnes that ſome lewd attempt her hart had undertooke. 
Whereat the fryer aſtonde, and gaſitully atrayde 
Leſt ſhe by dede perfourme her woord, thus much to her he ſayde: 
%R Ah! lady Juliet, what nede the wordes you ſpake ? 
I pray you, graunt me one requeſt, for blefſed Marie's ſake. 
Meaſure ſomewhat your greete, hold here a while your peace, 


- Whilſt | bethinke me of your caſe, your plaint and forowes' ceaſe, 


Such comfort will I geve you, ere you part from hence, 

And for thaſſaults of Fortune's yre prepare ſo ſure defence, 

So holeſome ſalve will I for your afflictions fynde, 

That you ſhall hence depart againe with well contented mynde.“ 
His wordes have chaſed ſtraight out of her hart deſpayre, | 
Her blacke and ougly d. edfull thoughts by hope are waxen fayre. 
So fryer Lawrence now hath left her there alone, 

And he out of the church in haſte is to the chaumber gonne; 
Where ſundry thoughtes within his caretull head aryſe ; 

The old man's forefi; ght divers doutes hath ſet before his eyes. 
His conſcience one while condemns it for a fin ne 

To let her take Paris to ſpouſe, ſince he him ſelfe hath byn 

The cheteſt cauſe that ſhe unknown to father or mother, 
Not five monthes paſt, in that ſelfe place was wedded to another, 
An other while an hugy heape of daungers dred 

His reſtles thoughts hath heaped up within his troubled hed, 
Even of itſelfe thattempte he judgeth perilous ; 

The execution eke he demes ſo much more daungerous, 

That to a woman's grace he muſt him ſelfe commit, 


For, 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET, | 


For, if ſhe fayle in ought, the matter publiſhed, 
Both ſhe and Romeus were undonne, him ſelfe eke puniſhed, 
When too and fro in mynde he dyvers thoughts had calt, 
With tender pity and with ruth his hart was wonne at laſt ; 
He thought he rather would in hazard ſet his fame, 
Then ſuffer ſuch adultery. Reſolving on the ſame, 
Out of his cloſet ſtraight he tooke a little glaſſe, 
And then with double haſt retornde where wotul Juliet was ; 
Whom he hath found wel nigh in traunce, ſcarce drawing breath, 
Attending till to heare the newes of lyfe or els of death. 
Of whom he did enquire of the appoynted day; 
„On Wenſday next, (quoth Juliet) ſo doth my father ſay, 
I muſt geve my conſent; but, as I do remember, 
The folemne day of mariage 1s the tenth day of September. 
Deere daughter, (quoth the fryer) of good cheere fee thou be, 
For loe ! ſainct Frauncis of his grace hath ſhewde a way to me, 
By which I may both thee and Romeus together, 
Out of the bondage which you feare, aſſuredly deliver. 
Even from the holy font thy huſband have | knowne, 
And, fince he grew in yeres, have kept his counſels as myne owne, 
For trom his youth he would unfold to me his hart, 
And often have I cured him of anguiſh and of ſmart. 
I know that by deſert his frendſhip I have wonne, 
And him do holde as deere, as if he were my propre ſonne. 
Wherefore my frendly hart can not abyde that he 
Should wrongfully in oughte be harmde, if that it lay in me 
To right or to revenge the wrong by my adviſe, 
Or timely to prevent the ſame in any other wiſe, 
And ſith thou art his wyte, thee am I bound to love, 
For Romeus? friendſhip ſake, and ſeeke thy anguiſh to remove, 
And dredful torments, which thy hart beſegen rounde 
Wherefore, my daughter, geve good care unto my counſels 
ſounde. 

Forget not what I ſay, ne tell it any wight, 
Not to the nurce thou truſteſt ſo, as Romeus is thy knight. 
For on this threed doth hang thy death and eke thy lyfe, 
My fame or ſhame, his weale or woe that choſe thee to his wyfe. 
Thou art not ignorant, becauſe of ſuch renowne 
As every w here is ſpred of me, but chefely in this towne, 
That in my youthfull dayes abrode | travayled, 
Through every lande found out by men, by men inhabited; 
So twenty yeres*ftrom home, in landes unknowne a geſt, 
I never gave my weary limmes long time of quiet reſt, 
But, in the deſerte woodes, to beaſtes of cruell kinde, 
Or on the ſeas to drenching waves, at pleaſure of the winde, 
have committed them, to ruth of rovers' hand, 
And to a thouſand daungers more, by water and by lande, 
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ROMEUS AND JULLET. 


But not, in vayne, my childe, hath all my wandring byn ; 

Befide the great contentednes my ſprete abydeth in, 

That by the pleaſant thought of paſſed thinges doth grow, 

One private frute more have I pluckd, which thou ſhalt ſhortly 
know : 

What force the ſtones, the plants, and metals have to worke, 

And divers other thinges that in the bowels of earth do loorke, 

With care I have fought out, with payne I did them prove ; 

With them eke can I helpe my ſelfe at times of my behove, 

(Although the ſcience be againſt the lawes of men) 

When ſodayn daunger forceth me; but yet moſt cheefly when 


The worke to doe is leaſt diſpleaſing unto God 


(Not helping to do any fin that wrekefull Jove forbode). 


For ſince in lyte no hope of long abode J have, 

But now am comme unto the brinke of my appoynted grave, 

And that my death drawes nere, whoſe ſtripe T may not ſhonne, 

But ſhall be calde to make account of all that I have donne, 

Now ought I from hencetorth more depely print in mynde 

The judgment of the Lord, then when youthes folly made me 
blynde ; | 

When love and fond deſyre were boyling in my breſt, 

Whence hope and dred by ſtriving thoughts had baniſhd frendly 
reſt, | 

Know therefore, daughter, that with other gyftes which I 

Have well attained to, by grace and favour of the ſkye, 

Long ſince 1 did finde out, and yet the way I knowe, 

Ot certain rootes and favory herbes to make a kynd of dowe, 

Which baked hard, and bet into a powder fyne, 

And dranke with conduite-water, or with any kynd of wine, 

It doth in halte an howre aſtone the taker ſo, 

And maftreth all his ſences, that he feeleth weale nor woe: 

And ſo it burieth up the ſprite and living breath, 

That even the ſkilful leche would ſay, that he is ſlayne by death, 

One vertue more 1t hath, as marvelous as this ; 

The taker, by receiving it, at all not greeved is; 

But paineleſs as a man that thinketh nought at all, 

Into a ſweete and quiet flepe immediately doth fall; 

From which, according to the quantitie he taketh, 

Longer or ſhorter is the time before the ſleper waketh : 

And thence (theffect once wrought) againe it doth reſtore 

Him that receaved unto the ſtate wherein he was before. 

Wherefore, marke well the ende of this my tale begonne, 

And thereby learne what is by thee herafter to be donne. 

Caſt of from thee at once the weede of womanniſh dread, 

With manly courage arme thyſelfe from heele unto the head; 

For onely on the tcare or boldnes of thy breſt 

The happy bappe or vll miſhapye of thy affayre doth reſt. 
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ROMEUS AND JULLET- 


Receve this vyoll ſmall and kepe it as thine eye; 

And on the mariage day, before the ſunne doe cleare the ſkye, 

Fill it with water full up to the very brim, : 

Then drinke it of, and thou ſhalt feele throughout eche vayne 
and lym 

A Es. {lumber {lyde, and quite diſpred at length 

On all thy partes, from every part reve all thy kindly ſtrength ; 

Withouten moving thus thy ydle partes ſhall reſt, 

No pulſe ſhall goe, ne hart once beate within thy hollow breſt, 

But thou ſhalt lye as ſhe that dyeth in a traunce : 

Thy kinſmen and thy truſty frendes ſhall wayle the ſodayne 
chaunce ; 

Thy corps then will they bring to grave in this churchyarde, 

Where thy forefathers long agoe a coſtly tombe preparde, 

Both for them ſelfe and eke for thoſe that ſhould come after, 

(Both depe it is, and long aud large) where thou ſhalt reſt, my 

_ daughter, 

Till I to Mantua ſende for Romeus, thy knight; | 

Out of the tombe both he and I will take thee forth that night, 

And when out of thy ſlepe thou ſhalt awake agayne, 

Then mayſt thou goe with him from hence; and, healed of thy 

ayne, 

In Marius lead with him unknowne a pleaſant lyfe ; 

And yet perhaps in tyme to comme, when ceaſe ſhall all the 
ſtryfe, 

And that the peace 1s made twixt Romeus and his foes, 

My ſelfe may finde ſo fit a time theſe ſecretes to diſcloſe, 

Both to my prayſe, and to thy tender parentes“ joy, 5 

That dangerles, without reproche, thou ſhalt thy love enjoy. 

When of his ſkilfull tale the fryer had made an ende, 

To which our Juliet ſo well her care and wits did bend, 

That ſhe hath heard it all and hath forgotten nought, 

Her fainting hart was comforted with hope and pleaſant thought, 

And then to him ſhe ſayd—** Doubt not but that I will 

With ſtout and unapauled hart your happy heſt fulfill, 

Yea, if I wiſt it were a venemous dedly drinke, 


Rather would I that through my throte the certaine bane ſhould 


linke, 
Then I, not drinking it, into his handes ſhould fall, 
That hath no part of me as yet, ne ought to have at all, 
Much more I ought with bold and with a willing hart 
To greateſt daunger yeld my ſelfe, and to the dedly ſmart, 
To come to him on whom my lyfe doth wholly ſtay, 
That is my onely hart's delight, and fo he ſhall be aye.” 
Then goe, quoth he, my childe, I pray that God on hye 
Direct thy foote, and by thy hand upon the way thee gye, 
God graunt he to confirme in thee thy preſent will, 
That no inconſtant toy thee let thy promiſe to fulfill.“ 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


A thouſand thankes and more our Juliet gave the frier, 

And homeward to her father's houſe joytull ſhe doth retyre ; 

And as with ſtately gate ſhe paſſed through the ſtreate, 

She ſaw her mother in the doore, that with her there would meete, 
In mynde to aſke if ſhe her purpoſe yet dyd hold, 

In mynde alſo, apart *twixt them, her duety to have tolde ; 
Wherefore with pleaſant face, and with wonted chere, 

As ſoone as ſhe was unto her approched ſumwhat nere, 

Before the mother ſpake, thus did ſhe fyrſt begyn : 

„Madame, at ſainct Frauncis* churche have I this morning byn, 
Where I did make abode a longer While, percaſe, 

Then dewty would; yet have I not been abſent from this place 
So long a while, without a great and uſt cauſe why; 
This frute have I receaved there; - my hart, erſt! 
Is now revived agayne, and my afflicted breſt, 
Releaſed from affliction, reſtored is to reſt. 

For lo! my troubled goſt, alas too ſore diſeaſde, | 
By goſtly counſell and adviſe hath fryer Lawrence eaſde ; 
Jo whom I dyd at large diſcourſe my former lyfe, 

And in confeſſion did I tell of all our paſſed. ſtryfe; 

Of Counte Paris' ſute, and how my lord, my ſyre, 

By my ungrate and ſtubborne ſtryfe I ſtyrred unto yre. 
But lo, the holy fryer hath by his goſtly lore 
Made me another woman now than I had been before. 
By ſtrength of argumentes he charged ſo my mynde, 
That, though I fought, no ſure defence my ſearching thought 
could finde. | 

So forced | was at length to yeld up witles will, 

And promiſt to be ordered by the fryer's prayſed ſkill, 
Wherefore, albeit I had raſhely, long before, 

The bed and rytes of mariage for many yeres forſwore, 

Yet mother, now behold your daughter at your will, 

Ready, if you commaunde her aught, your pleaſure to fulfill. 
Wherefore in humble wiſe, dere madam, I you pray, 
To go unto wy lord and ſyre, withouten long delay; 

Of him fyrſt pardon crave of faultes already paſt, 

And ſhew him, if it pleaſeth you, his chila 1s now at laſt 
Obedient to his juſt and to his ſkilfull heſt, | | 
And that I will, God lending lyfe, on Wenſday next, be preſt 
To wayte on him and you, unto thappoynted place, | 
Where I will, in your hearing, and before my father's face, 
Unto the Counte geve my fayth and whole aſſent, 
And take him for my lord and {ſpouſe ; thus fully am I bent: 
And that out of your mynde 1 may remove all doute, 
Unto my clofet tare I now, to ſearche and to chooſe out 
The braveſt garmentes and the richeſt jewels there, 
Which, better him to p 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET.' 5 


For if I did excell the famous Grecian rape, 

Yet might attyre helpe to amende my bewty and my ſhape.” 

The ſimple mother was rapt into great delight ; 

Not halte a word could ſhe bring forth, but in this zoyfull plight 

With nimble foote ſhe ran, and with unwonted pace, 

Unto her penſive huſband, and to him with pleaſant face 

She tolde what ſhe had heard, and prayſeth much the fryer; 

And joyfull teares ranne downe the cheekes of this gray-berded 
ſyer. | 

With 3 and eyes heaved- up he thankes God in his hart, 

And then he fayth ; ** This is not, wyfe, the fryer's firſt de- 
{art ; 

Oft hath he ſhewde to us great frendſhip heretofore, 

By helping us at nedefull times with wiſdome's pretious lore. 

In all our common weale ſcarce one is to be founde 

But is, for ſomme good torne, unto this holy father bounde. 

Oh that the thyrd part of my goodes (I doe not fayne) 

But twenty of his paſſed yeres might purchaſe him agayne ! 

50 much in recompence of frendſhip would I geve, 

So much, in fayth, his extreme age my frendly hart doth greeve. 

Theſe ſaid, the glad old man from home goeth itraight abrode, 

And to the ſtately palace hyeth where Paris made abode ; 

Whom he deſyres to be on Wenſday next his geaſt, 

At Freetowne, where he myndes to make for him a coſtly feaſt. 

But loe, the earle ſaith, ſuch feaſting were but loſt, 

And counſels him till mariage time to ſpare ſo great a coſt. 

For then he knoweth well the charges will be great; 

The whilſt, his hart deſyreth ſtill her fight, and not his meate. 

He craves of Capilet that he may ſtraight goe ſee 

Fayre Juliet ; wherto he doth right willingly agree. 

The mother, warnde before, her daughter doth prepare ; 

She warneth and ſhe chargeth her that in no wyſe ſhe ſpare 

Her courteous ſpeche, her pleafant lookes, and commely grace, 

But liberally to geve them forth when Paris comes in place: 

Which ſhe as cunningly could ſet forth to the ſhew, 

As cunning eraftſmen to the ſale do ſet theyr wares on rew 

That ere the County dyd out of her fight depart, - 

So ſecretly unwares to him ſhe ſtale away his hart, 

That of his lyfe and death the wily wench hath powre ; 

And now his longing hart thinkes long for theyr appoynted 
howre, 

And with importune ſute the parents doth he pray 

The wedlocke knot to knit ſoone up, and haſt the mariage day. 

The woer hath paſt forth the fyrſt day in this ſort, 

And many other more then this, in pleaſure and diſport. 

At length the withed time of long hoped delight 

(As Paris thought) drew nere; but nere approched heavy plight. 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET:. 


Agaynſt the brydall day the parentes did prepare 

Such rich attyre, ſuch furniture, ſuch ſtore of dainty fare, 

That they which did behold the ſame the night before, 

Did thinke and ſay, a man could ſcarcely wiſh for any more. 

Nothing did ſeeme to deere; the deereſt thinges were bought; 

And, as the written ſtory ſayth, in dede there wanted nought, 

That longd to his degree, and honor of his ſtocke : 

But Juliet, the whilſt, her thoughts within her breſt did locke; 

Even from the truſty nurce, whoſe ſecretnes was tride, | 

The ſecret counſell of her hart the nurce-childe ſeekes to hyde. 

For fith, to mocke her dame, ſhe did not ſticke to lye, * 

She thought no ſinne with ſhevw of truth to blear her nurce's eye. 

In chaumber ſecretly the tale ſhe gan renew, 

That at the doore ſhe told her dame, as though it had been trew. 

The flatt'ring nurce dyd prayſe the tryer for his ſkill, 

And ſaid that ſhe had done right well by wit to order will. 

She ſetteth forth at large the father's furious rage, 

And eke ſhe pray ſeth much to her the ſecond mariage ; 

And County Paris now ſhe prayſeth ten times more, 

By wrong, then ſhe her ſelfe by right had Romeus pray ſde be- 
tore. | 

Paris ſhall dwell there ſtill, Romeus ſhall not retourne ; 

What ſhall it boote her all her lyte to languiſhe ſtill and mourne. 

The pleaſures paſt before ſhe muſt account as gayne; 

But if he doe retorne—what then?—tor one ſhe ſhall have tway ne. 

The one ſhall uſe her as his lawful wedded wy fe; 

In wanton love with equal joy the other leade his lyfe; 

And beſt ſhall ſhe be ſped of any towniſh dame, 

Of huſband and of paramour to fynde her chaunge of game. 

Theſe wordes and like the nurce did ſpeake, in hope to pleaſe, 

But greatly did theſe wicked wordes the ladie's mynde diſeaſe; 

But ay ſhe hid her wrath, and, ſeemed well-content, 

When dayly dyd the naughty nurce new argumentes invent. 

But when the bryde perceved her howre aproched nere, 

She ſought, the beſt ſhe could, to fayne, and temper'd ſo her 
cheere, 

That by her outward looke no living wight could geſſe 

Her inward woe; and yet anew renewde is her diſtreſſe. 

Unto her chaumber doth the peuſive wight repayre, 

And in her hand a percher light the nurce beares up the ſtayte. 

In ſuliet's chaumber was her wonted uſe to lye; | 

Waeretore ber miſtres, dreading that ſhe ſhould her work deſcrye, 

As ſoone as ſhe began her pallet to unfold, 


Thinking to lye that night where ſhe was wont to lye of oide, 


Doth gently pray her ſecke her lodgeing ſomewhere els; 
And, leſt the cratty ſhould ſuſpect, a ready reaſon telles. 
Pere trend, quoth ſhe, you knowe, tomorow is the day 


Qt new contract; wheretore, this night, my purpoſe is to pray 
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Unto the heavenly myndes that dwell above the ſkyes, 

And order all the courſe of thinges as they can beſt devyſe, 
That they ſo ſmyle upon the doinges of tomorow, | 

That all the remnant of my lyfe may be exempt from ſorow ; 
Wherefore, I pray you, leave me here alone this night, 

But fee that you tomorow comme before the dawning light, 

For you muſt coorle my heare, and ſet on my attyre ;%— 

And eaſely the loving nurce did yelde to her deſyre. 

For ſhe within her hed dyd caſt before no doute ; 

She little knew the cloſe attempt her nurce-child went about, 

The nurce departed once, the chamber doore ſhut cloſe, 

Aſſured that no living wight her doing might diſcloſe, 

She powred forth into the vyoll of the tryer, 

Water, out of a filver ewer, that on the boorde ſtoode by her. 
The flepy mixture made, fayre Juliet doth it hyde 
Under her bolſter ſoft, and ſo unto her bed ſhe hyed ; 

Where divers novel thoughts ariſe within her hed, 

And ſhe is ſo invironed about with deadly dred, 

That what before ſhe had reſolved undoubtedly 

That ſame ſhe calleth into doute; and lying doutefully 

Whilſt honeſt love did ſtrive with dred of dedly payne, 

With handes y-wrong, and weeping eyes, thus gan ſhe to eom- 

Dlaine : 

25 What, 1s there any one, beneth the heavens hye, 

So much unfortunate as I? ſo much paſt hope as I ? 

What, am I not my ſelfe, of all that yet were borne, 

The depeſt drenched in diſpayre, and moſt in Fortune's ſkorne ? 
For loe the world for me hath nothing els to finde, 

Beſide miſhap and wretchednes and anguiſh of the mynde ; 
Since that the cruell cauſe of my unhapines 

Hath put me to this ſodayne plonge, and brought to ſuch diſtres, 
As, to the end I may my name and conſcience fave, 

I muſt devowre the mixed drinke that by me here J have, 
Whoſe working and whoſe force as yet I do not know. 
And of this piteous plaint began an other doute to growe : 

„% What do I know (quoth ſhe) if that this powder ſhall 
Sooner or later then it ſhould or els not woorke at all ? 

And then my craft deſcryde as open as the day, 

The people's tale and laughing ſtocke ſhall I remayne for aye, 
And what know I, quota ſhe, if ſerpentes odious, 

And other beaſtes and wormes that are of nature venemous, 
That wonted are to lurke in darke caves under grounde, 

And commonly, as I have heard, in dead men's tombes are 

found, | | 

Shall harme me, yea or nay, where I ſhall lye as ded? 

Or how ſhall I that alway have in fo freſhe ayre been bred, 
Endure the loathſome ſtinke of ſuch an heaped ſtore 

Of carcaſes, not yet conſumde, and bones that long before 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


Intombed were, where I my ſleping place ſhall have, 
Where all my anceſtors do reſt, my kindred's common grave ? 
Shall not the tryer and my Romeus, when they come, 
Fynd me, it I awake before, y-ſtifled in the tombe ?*? 

And whilſt the in theſe thoughts doth dwell ſomwhat too long, 
The force of her ymagining anon did waxe ſo ſtrong, 
That ſhe ſurmiſde ſhe ſaw, out of the hollow vaulte, 

A griſly thing to looke upon, the carkas of Tybalt ; 

Right in the ſelfe ſame ſort that ſhe few dayes before 

Had ſeene him in his blood embrewed, to death eke wounded 
an | 

And then when ſhe agayne within her ſelfe had wayde _ 

That quicke ſhe ſhould be buried there, and by his fide be layde, 

All com fortles, for ſhe ſhall living feere have none, 

But many a rotten carkas, and full many a naked bone; 

Her daynty tender partes gan ſhever all for dred, 

Her golden heares did ſtande upright upon her chilliſh hed. 

Then preſſed with the feare that ſhe there lived in, 


A ſweat as colde as mountayne yſe pearſt through her lender 
ſkin, 
That with the moyſture hath wet every part of hers : 
And more belides, ſhe vainely thinkes, whilſt vainly thus ſhe 
feares, ED | 
A thouſand bodies dead have compaſt her about, 
And leſt they will diſmember her ſhe greatly ſtandes in doute, 
But when the felt her ſtrength began to weare away, 
By little and little, and in her heart her feare encreaſed ay, 
Dreading that weaknes might, or fooliſh cowardile, 
Hinder the execution of the purpoſde enterpriſe, 
As ſhe had trantike been, in haſt the glaſſe ſhe cought, 
And up ſhe dranke the mixture quite, withouten farther thought, 
Then on her breſt ſhe croſt her armes long and ſmall, 
And fo, her ſenſes fayling her, into a traunce did fall, 
And when that Phoebus bright heaved up his ſeemely hed, 
And from he Eaſt in open ſkies his gliſtring rayes diſpred, 
The nurce unſhut the doore, for ſhe the key did keepe, 
And douting ſhe had ſlept to long, ſhe thought to breake her ſlepe: 
Fyrſt ſoftly dyd the call, then lowder thus did crye, 
„Lady, you llepe to long, theearle will rayſe you by and by.” 
But wele away, 1n vayne unto the deafe the calles, 
She thinkes to ſpeak to Juliet, but ſpeaketh to the walles, 
If all the dredfull noyſe that might on earth be found, 
Or on the roanng ſeas, or if the dredtull thunder's found, 
Had blowne into her eares, I thinke they could not make 
The fleping wight before the time by any meanes awake; 
So were the iprites ot lyte ſhut up, and ſenſes thrald ; 
Wherewith the feely caretull nurce was wondrouſly apalde, 
| She 
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She thought to daw her now as ſhe had donne of olde, 

But loe, ſhe found her parts were ſtiffe and more than marble 
colde ; | 

Neither at mouth nor noſe found ſhe recourſe of breth ; 

Two certaine argumentes were theſe of her untimely death. 

Wherefore as one diſtraught ſhe to her mother ranne, 

With ſcratched tace, and heare betorne, but no word ſpeake ſhe 
can. 

At laſt with much adoe, ** Dead (quoth ſhe) is my childe;“ 

Now, Out alas,” the mother cryde ;—and as a tyger wilde, 

Whoſe whelpes, whilſt ſhe is gonne out of her den to pray, 

The hunter gredy of his game doth kill or cary away; 

So raging forth ſhe ran unto her Juliet's bed, 

And there ſne found her derling and her onely comfort ded. 


Then ſhriked ſhe out as lowde as ſerve her would her breth, 


And then, that pity was to heare, thus cryde ſhe out on death: 
Ah cruell death (quoth ſhe) that thus againſt all right, 
Haſt ended my felicitie, and robde my hartes delight, 

Do now thy worſt to me, once wreake thy wrath for all, 

Even in deſpite I crye to thee, thy vengeance let thou fall. 
Wherto ſtay I, alas! fince Juliet is gonne ? 

Wherto hve I fince ſhe 1s dead, except to wayle and mone. 
Alacke, dere chylde, my teares for thee ſhall never ceaſe ; 
Even as my dayes of lyfe increaſe, fo ſhall my plaint increaſe; 


Such ſtore of ſorow ſhall afflict my tender hart, 


hat deadly panges, when they aflayle, ſhall not augment my 
ſmart.“ | 

Then gan ſhe ſo to ſobbe, it ſeemde her hart would brat 

And while ſhe cryeth thus, behold, the father at the laſt, 

The County Paris, and of gentlemen a route, 

And ladies of Verona towne and country round about, 

Both kindreds and alies thether apace have preaſt, 

For by theyr preſence there they ſought to honor ſo the feaſt ; 

But when the heavy newes the byden geaſtes did heare, 

So much they mournd, that who had ſeene theyr count'nance 

and theyr cheere, 

Might eaſely have judgde by that that they had ſeene, 

That day the day of wrath and eke of pity to have beene. 

But more then all the reſt the father's hart was ſo 

Smit with the heavy newes, and fo ſhut up with ſodayn woe, 

That he ne had the powre his daughter to bewepe, 

Ne yet to {peake, but long is forſd his teares and plaint to kepe. 

In all the haſt he hath for ſkilfull leaches ſent ; 

And, hearing of her paſſed lite, they judge with one aſſent 

The cauſe of this her death was inward care and thought; 

And then with double force againe the doubled ſorowes wrought. 

If ever there hath been a lamentable day, 

A day, ruthfull, untortunate and fatall, then I fay, 5 
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) [AND JULIET. 


The ſame was it in which through Veron town was ſpred 

The wofull newes how Juliet was ſterved in her bed. 

For ſo ſne was bemonde both of the young and olde, 

That it might ſeeme to him that would the common plaint be- 

hold, 

That all the common w velth did ſtand in Jeopardy ; 

So univerſal was the plaint, ſo piteous was the crye. 

For lo, beſide her ſhape and native bewtie's hewe, 

With which, like as ſhe grew in age, her vertue's prayſes grew, 
She was alſo ſo wife, fo lowly, and ſo mylde, 

That, even from the hory head unto the witles chylde, 

She wan the hartes of all, fo that there was not one, 

Ne great, ne ſmall, but did that day her wretched ſtate bemone. 

Whilſt Juliet ſlept, and whilſt the other wepen thus, 

Our fryer Lawrence hath by this ſent one to Romeus, 

A frier of his houſe, (there never was a better, 

He truſted him even as himſelfe) to whom he gave a letter, 

In which he written had of every thing at length, 

That paſt *twixt Juliet and bim, and ot the powder's ſtrength ; 
The next night after that, he willeth him to comme 

To helpe to take his Julier out of the hollow toombe, 

For by that time, the drinke, he faith, will ceaſe to woorke, 
And for one night his wife and he within his cell ſhall loorke ; 
Then ſhall he cary her to Mantua away, 

(Till fickell Fortune favour him,) diſguyſde in man's aray. 

This letter eloſde he ſendes to Romeus by his brother; 

He chargeth him that in no caſe he geve it any other. 
Apace our frier John-to Mantua him hyes ; 

And, for becauſe in Italy it is a wonted gyſe 

T7 hat friers in the towne ſhould ſeeldome walke alone, 


But of theyr covent aye ſhould be accompanide with one, 


Of his profeſſion ſtraight a houſe he fyndeth out, 

In mynde to take ſome t fryer with him, to walke the towne about. 

But entred once, he might not iſſue out agayne, 

For that a brother of the houſe a day before or twayne 

Dyed of the plague, a ficknes which they greatly feare and hate: 

So were the brethren charged to kepe within their covent gate, 

Bard of theyr tellowſhip that in the towne do wonne; 

The towne folke eke commaunded are the fryersꝰ houſe to ſhonne, 

Till they that had the {care of health theyr fredome ſhould re- 
new; 

Whereof, as you ſhall ſhortly hare, a miſcheefe great there 
grewe. 

The fryer by this reſtraint, beſet with dred and ſorow, 

Not knowing what the letters held, differed untill the morowe; 

And then he thought in time to ſend to Romeus. 

But whilſt at Mantua, where he was, theſe doinges framed thus, 


The 


* 


4 n * . 1 
f 5 OL SE N a 3 os ti : * 
P : nee ay r PR - - l 2 * * 2 1 . Z 8 2 
| EE es ee Oe 


be- 


W, 


18. 


t. 


1 


* 


* 8 1 W n 
n.. ˙ u "TE OTE | 
» 1 8 n eee = xr On — p 
4. Ne N e 3x ; 3 ? CET "hoes 4 n PACT wee * * N 7 Gan + 
[= l e . * 7 F < ö Pt: £ $a 
J e ĩðͤ . ĩͤ RIS. e 


N Y 


* 
* 
* — 


ROME US AND JULIE r. 


The towne of Juliet's byrth was wholy buſied 
About her obſequies, to ſee theyr darling buried. 
Now is the parentes* myrth quite chaunged into mone, 
And now to ſorow is retornde the joy of every one; 
And now the wedding weades for mourning weades they chaunge, 
And Hymene into a dyrge ; —alas ! it ſeemeth ſtraunge : 
Inſteade of mariage gloves, now funerall gownes they have, 
And whom they ſhould fee married, they follow to the grave. 
The feaſt that ſhould have been of pleaſure and of joy, 
Hath every diſh and cup fild full of ſorow and annoye. 

Now throughout Italy this common uſe they have, 
That all the beſt of every ſtocke are earthed in one grave; 
For every houſhold, if it be of any fame, 
Doth bylde a tombe, or digge a vault, that beares the houſholde's 

name; 

Wherein, if any of that kyndred hap to dye, 
They are beſtowde ; els in the ſame no other corps may lye. 
The Capilets her corps in ſuch a one did lay, 
Where Tybalt flaine of Romeus was layde the other day. 
An other uſe there is, that whoſoever dyes, 
Borne to their church with open face upon the beere he lyes, 
In wonted weede attyrde, not wrapt in winding ſheet. 
So, as by chaunce he walked abrode, our Romeus' man did meete 
His maſter's wife; the fight with ſorow ſtraight did wounde 
His honeſt heart; with teares he ſaw her lodged under ground, 
And, for he had been ſent to Verone for a ſpye, 
The doinges of the Capilets by wiſdom to deſerye, 
And, for he knew her death dyd tooch his maiſter moſt, 
Alas! too ſoone, with heavy newes, he hyed away in poſt ; 
And in his houſe he found his maiſter Romeus, 
Where he, beſprent with many teares, began to ſpeake him thus: 
«© Syr, unto you of late is chaunced fo great a harme, 
That ſure, except with conſtancy you ſeeke yourſelfe to arme, 
I teare that ſtraight you will breathe out your latter breath, 
And I, moſt wretched wight, ſhall be thoccaſion of your death. 
Know ſyr, that yeſterday, my lady and your wife, 
] wot not by what ſodain greete, hath made exchaunge of life; 
And for becauſe on earth ſhe tound nought but unreſt, 
In heaven hath ſhe ſought to fynde a place of quiet reſt ; 
And with theſe weping eyes my ſelte have ſeene her layde 
Within the tombe of Capilets:“ —and herewithall he ſtayde. 
This ſodayne meſſage? ſounde, ſent forth with ſighes and teares, 
Our Romeus receaved too ſoone with open liſtening eares ; 
And therby hath ſonke ſuch ſorow in his hart, 
That loe, his ſprite annoyed ſore with torment and with ſmart, 
Was like to break out of his priſon-houſe perforce, 
And that he might flye after hers, would leave the maſſy corce : 
But 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


But earneſt love that will not fayle him till his ende, 
This fond and ſodain fantaſy into his head dyd ſende; 
That if nere unto her he offred up his breath, 

That then an hundred thouſand parts more glorious were his 

death: c 

Eke ſhould his painfull hart a great deale more be eaſed, 

And more alſo, he vainely thought, his lady better pleaſed. 
Wherefore when he his face bath waſht with water cleane, 

Leſt that the ſtaynes of dryed teares might on his cheekes be 

ſeene, 

And fo his ſorow ſhould of every one be ſpyde, 

Which he with all his care did ſeeke from every one to hyde, 
Straight, wery of the houſe, he walketh forth abrode ; 

His ſervant; at the maſter's heſt, in chaumber till abode : 

And then fro ſtreate to ſtreate he wandreth up and downe, 

To ſee if he in any place may fynde, in all the towne, 

A ſalve meet for his ſore, an oyle fit for his wounde ; 

And ſeeking long, alac too ſoone ! the thing he ſought, he founde. 
An apothecary tate unbuſied at his doore, 

Whom by his heavy countenaunce he getled to be poore, 

And in his ſhop he ſaw his boxes were but few, 

And in his window of his wares there was ſo ſmall a ew; 
Wherefore our Romeus aſſuredly hath thought, 

What by no frendſhip could be got, with money ſhould be bought; 
For nedy lacke is like the poor. man to compell 

To fell that which the citie's lawe forbiddeth him to fell. 

Then by the hand he drew the nedy man apart, 

And with the fight of glittring gold inflamed hath his hart: 

& Take fiftie crownes of gold (quoth he) I geve them thee, 

So that, before | part trom hence, thou ſtraight deliver me 
Somme poyſon ſtrong, that may in leſſe than halfe an how re 
Kill him whoſe wretched hap ſhall be the potion to devowre.“ 

The wretch by covetiſe is wonne, and doth aſſent 

To ſell the thing, whoſe ſale ere long, too late, he doth repent. 
In haſte he poyſon ſought, and cloſely he it bounde, | 
And then began with whiſpering voyce thus in his eare to rounde : 
„ Fayre ſyr, quoth he, be ſure this is the ſpeding gere, 

And more there is than you ſhall nede; tor halte of that is there 
Will ſerve, .I undertake, in leſſe than half an howre 

To kill the ſtrongeſt man alive; ſuch is the poylon's power.“ 

Then Romeus, ſomwhat eaſd of one part of his care, 

Within his boſome putteth up his dere unthritty ware, 
Retoorning home agayne, he ſent his man away, 
To Verone towne, and chargeth him that he, without delay, 
Provyde both inſtruments to open wide the toombe, 

And lightes to ſhew him Juliet; and ſtay, till he ſhall comme, 
Nere to the place whereas his loving wife doth reſt, 
And chargeth him not to bewray the dolours of his breſt. 


Peter, 


t. 
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Peter, theſe heard, his leave doth of his maſter take; 
Betimes he commes to towne, ſuch haſt the painfull man dyd 
make: | | 

And then with buſy care he ſeeketh to fulfill, 
But doth diſcloſe unto no wight his wofull maſter's will. 
Would. God, he had herein broken his maſter's het ! 
Would God, that to the frier he had diſcloſed all his breſt ! 
But Romeus the while with many a dedly thought 
Provoked much, hath cauſed inke and paper to be brought, 
And in few lines he did of all his love dyſcoorſe, 
How by the frier's helpe, and by the knowledge of the noorſe, 
The wedlocke knot was knit, and by what meane that night 
And many moe he did enjoy his happy harr's delight ; 
Where he the poyſon bought, and how his lyfe ſhould ende; 
And ſo his wailefull tragedy the wretched man hath pend. 

The letters cloſd and ſeald, directed to his ſyre, 
He locketh in his purſe, and then a poſt-hors doth he hyre. 
When he approched nere, he warely lighted downe, 
And even with the ſhade of night he entred Verone towne ; 
Where he hath found his man, wayting when he ſhould comme, 
With lanterne, and with inſtruments to open Juliet's toomme. 
Helpe Peter, helpe, quod he, helpe to remove the ſtone, 
And ſtraight when I am gone fro thee, my Juliet to bemone, 
See that thou get thee hence, and on the payne of death 
I charge thee that thou comme not nere while I abyde beneath 
Ne ſeeke thou not to let thy maſter's enterpriſe, 
Which he hath fully purpoſed to doe, in any wiſe. 
Take there a letter, which, as ſoone as he ſhall ryſe, 
Preſent it in the morning to my loving father's eyes 
Which unto him perhaps farre pleaſanter ſhall ſeeme, 
Than eyther I do mynd to ſay, or thy groſe head can deeme, 

Now Peter, that knew not the purpoſe of his hart, 
Obediently a little way withdrewe himſelfe apart; 
And then our Romeus, the vault ſtone ſet up upright, 


- Deſcended downe, and in his hand he bare the candle light. 


And then with piteous eye the body of his wyfe 

He gan behold, who ſurely- was the organ of his lyfe ; 

For whom unhappy now he is, but erſt was blyſt; 

He watred her with teares, and then a hundred times her kyſt; 


And in his folded armes full ſtraightly he her plight, 


But no way could his greedy eyes be filled with her fight : 

His fearfull handes he layde upon her ſtomach colde, 

And them on divers parts beſyde the wotull wight did hold. 

But when he could not fynd the ſignes of lyfe he ſought, 

Out of his curſed box he drewe the poyſon that he bought; 
Whereof he gredely devowrde the greater part, 

And then he cryde, with dedly ſigh fetcht from his mourning 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


„% Oh Juliet, of whom the world unworthy was, 

From which, for worlde's unworthines thy worthy goſt did paſſe, 

What death more pleaſant could my hart wiſh to abyde 

Then that which here it ſuffreth now, ſo nere thy frendly ſyde ? 

Or els ſo glorious tombe how could my youth have craved, 

As in one ſelfe ſame vaulte with thee haply to be ingraved? 2 

What epitaph more worth, or halfe ſo excellent, 

To conſecrate my memorye, could any man invent, 

As this our mutual and our piteous ſacrifice 

Of lyte, ſet light for love?“ - but while he talketh in this wiſe, 

And thought as yet a while his dolours to enforce, 

His tender hart began to faynt, preſt with the venom's force; 

Which little and little gan to overcomme his hart, 

And whilſt his buſy eyne he threwe about to every part, 

He ſaw, hard by the corce of fleping Juliet, 

Bold Tybalt's carkas dead, which was not all conſumed yet. 

To whom, as having lite, in this fort ſpeaketh he: 

& Ah coſin dere, Tybalt, where ſo thy reſtles ſprite now be, 

With ſtretched handes to thee for mercy now I crye, 

For that before thy kindly howre I torced thee to dye. 

But if with quenched lyte not quenched be thine yre, 

But with revenging luſt as yet thy hart be ſet on fyre, 

What more amendes, or cruell wreake deſyreit thou 

To ſee on me, then this which here is ſhewd forth to thee now ? 

Who rett by torce of armes from thee thy loving breath, 

The ſame with his owne hand, thou ſeeſt, doth poyſon himſelfe 
to death. 

And for he cauſed thee in tombe too ſoone to lye, 

Too ſoone alſo, yonger then thou, himſelfe he layeth by.” 


Theſe ſayd, when he gan feele the poyſon's force prevay le, 


And little and little maſtred ly fe for aye began to fayle, 

Kneeling upon his knees, he ſaid with voyce full lowe— 

« Lord Chriſt, that ſo to raunſome me deſcendedit long agoe 

Out of thy father's boſome, and in the virgin's wombe 

Didſt put on fleſhe, oh let my plaint out of this hollow toombe, 

Perce through the ayre, and graunt my ſute may favour finde; 

Take pity on my finneful and my poore affected mynde ! 

For well enough I know, this body is but clay, 

Nought but a maſle of ſinne, to frayle, and ſubject to decay.” 

Then preſſed with extreme greefe he threw with ſo great force 

His overpreſſed parts upon his ladie's wayled corps, 

That now his weakened hart, weakened with tormentes paſt, 

Unable to abyde this pang, the ſharpeſt and the laſt, 

Remayned quite deprived of ſenſe and kindly ſtrength, 

And fo the long impriſond ſoule hath freedome wonne at length, 

Ah cruell death, too ſoone, too ſoone was this devorce, 

Twixt 3 Romeus' heavenly ſprite, and his fayre earthy 
cCOrle. 


The 
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The fryer that knew what time the powder had been taken, 
Knew eke the very inſtant when the fleper ſhould awaken ; 
But wondring that he could no kinde of aunſwer heare, 
Ot letters which to Romeus his fellow fryer did beare, 
Out of Sainct Frauncis* church hymſelfe alone dyd fare, 
And tor the opening of the tombe meete inſtrumentes he bare, 
Approching nigh the place, and ſeeing there the light, 
Great horror felt he in his hart, by ſtraunge and ſodaine fight ; 
Till Peter, Romeus' man, his coward hart made bolde, 
When of his maſter's being there the certain newes he tolde : 
“There hath he been, quoth he, this halte howre at the leaſt, 
And in this time, I dare well ſay, his plaint hath till inereaſt.“ 
Then both they entered in, where they alas! dyd fynde 
The bretheles corps of Romeus, forſaken of the mynde ; 
Where they have made ſuch mone, as they may beſt conceve, 
That have with perfect frendſhip loved, whoſe trend feerce death 

dyd reve. 
But whilſt with piteous playnt they Romeus fate bewepe, 
An howre too late fayre Juliet awaked out of ſlepe *; 
| And 


* In the original Italian Novel Juliet awakes from her trance 
before the death of Romeo. Shakſpeare has been arraigned tor de- 
parting from it, and loſing ſo happy an opportunity of introducing 
an affecting ſcene. He was miſled, we ſee, by the piece now before 
us. The curious reader may perhaps not be diſpleaſed to compare 
the concluſion of this celebrated ſtory as it ſtands in the Giulietta of 
Luigi da Porto, with the preſent poem. It is as follows: 

A queſto ultimo penſiero si gli tu la fortuna favorevole, che 
la ſera del. di ſeguente, che la donna era ſtata ſeppellita, in Verona, 
ſenza eſſer da perſona conoſciuto, entrò, e aſpettava la notte; e gia 
ſentendo ogni parte di ſilenzio piena, al luogo de' frati Minori, ove 
Parca era, fi riduſſe. Era queſta Chieſa nella Citadella, ove queſti 
frati in quel tempo ſtavono: e avvegnacche dipoi', non 80 come, 
laſciandola, veniſſero a ſtare nel borgo di 8. Zeno, nel luogo, 


che ora ſanto Bernardino fi noma, pure fu ella dal proprio ſanto 


Franceſco gia abitata: preſſo le mura della quale, dal canto 
di fuori, erano allora luoghi fuori delle chieſe veggiamo: uno 
de' quali antica ſepoltura de tutti e Cappelletti era, e nel quale 
la bella giovane ſi ſtava. A queſto accoſtatoſi Romeo, (che forſe 
verſo le quattro ore eſſer poteva) e come uomo di gran nerbo, 
che egli era, per forza il coperchio levatogli, e con certi legni 
che ſeco portati aveva, in modo puntellato avendolo, che contra 
ſua voglia chiuder non fi poteva, dentro vi entro, e lo richiuſe. 
Ave va ſeco il ſventurato giovane recato una lume orba, per la ſua 
donna alquanto vedere; la quale, rinchiuſo nell arca, di ſubito 
tirò fuori e aperſe. Et ivi la ſua bella Giulietta tra oſſa e ſtraceĩ 
di molti morti, come morta vide giacere. Onde immantinente 
forte piagnendo, cosi commincid : O occhi, che agli occhi miei 
foſte, mentre al cielo piacqe, chiare luci! O bocca, da me mille 
volte si dolcemente baſciata, e dalla quale cosi ſaggie parole ſi udi- 


vano | O belzpetto che il mio 9 in tanta letizia albergaſti ! ove 
| 2 10 
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And much amaſde to ſee in tombe ſo great a light, 
She wiſt not if ſhe ſaw a dreame, or ſprite that walkd by night. 
But cumming to her ſelte ſhe knew them, and faid thus: 

“ What, fryer Lawrence, is it you? where is my Romeus ?” 
Ard then the auncient frier, that greatly ſtood in teare 


Leſt if they lingred over long they ſhould be taken theare, 
In 


10 ora ciechi, muti, e freddi vi retrovo? Come ſenza vol veggos 
parlo, o vivo? O milera mia donna, ove ſei d' Amore condotta ? il 
quale vuole che poco ſpazio due triſti amanti e ſpenga e alberghi ? 
Oime ! queſto non mi promiſe la ſperanza, e quel deſio, che del tuo 
amore primieramente mi acceſero. O ſventurata mia vita, a che ti 
reggi? E cosi dicendo, gli occhi, la bocca, e'] petto le baſciava, 
ogni ora in maggior pianto abbondando; nel qual diceva: O mura, 
che ſopra mi itate, perche, addoſſo cadendomi, non fate ancor 
piu brieve la mia vita? Ma perciocche la morte in libertà di ogn' 
uno eſſer fi vede, viliſſima coſa per certo é deſiderarla e non pren- 
derla. E cosi Pampolla, che con acqua velenoſiſſima nella manica 
aveva, tirata fuori, parlando ſegui: Io non sò qual deſtino ſopra 
miei nimici e da me morti, nel lor {epolchro a morire mi conduca; 
ma poſciachè, o anima mia, preſſo alla donna noſtra cosi giova il 
morire, ora moriamo: e poſtaſi a bocca la cruaa acqua nel ſuo 
petto tuita la ricevette, Dapoi prela I amata giovane, nelle braccia 
forte ſtringendola, diceva: O bel corpo ultimo termine di ogni mio 
deſio, ſe alcun ſentimento dopo il partir dell' anima ti & reſtato, o 
ſe ella i] mio crudo morir vede, priego che non le diſpiaccia, che 
non avendo 10 teco potuto lieto e paleſe vivere, almen ſecreto e 
meſto teco mi muoja: e molto ſtretto tenendola, la morte aſpet- 
ta va. 

Gia era giunta l'ora, che il calor della giovane la fredda e po- 
tente virtu della polvere doveſſe avere eſtinta, e ella ſvegliarſi; per- 
che ſtretta e dimenata da Romeo, nelle ſue braccia fi defto, e ri- 
ſentitaſi, dopo un gran ſoſpiro, diſſe: Oime, ove ſono? chi mi 
ſtringe ? miſera me! chi mi baſcia? e credendo che queſti frate Lo- 
renzo fuſſe, grido: A queſto modo, frate, ſerbate la tede a Romeo? 
a queſto modo a lui mi condurrete ficura ?- Romeo la donna viva 
ſentendo, forte fi maravigho, e forſe di Pigmalione ricordandoſi, 
diſſe: Non mi conoſcete, o dolce donna mia? Non vedete che io il 
triſto voſtro ſpoſo ſono, per morire appo voi, da Mantova qui ſolo e 
ſecreto venuto? La Giulietta nel monumento vedendoſi, e in brac- 
cio ad uno che diceva eſſere Romeo ſentendoſi, quaſi fuori di $& 
ſteſſa era, et da sè alquanto ſoſpintolo, e nel vito guatatolo, e ſu— 
bito riconoſciutolo, abbracciandolo, mille baſci gli donò, e diſſe 
Qual ſchiochezza vi fece qua entro, e con tanto pericolo, entrare ? 
Non vi baſtava per le mie lettere avere inteſo, come io mi dovea, con 
lo aiuto di frate Lorenzo, finger morta, e che di brieve ſarei ſtata con 
voi? Allora il triſto giovane, accorto del ſuo gran fallo, intomen— 
cio: Oh miſera la mia forte, oh sfortunato Romeo, oh vieppiu di tutti 


gli altri amanti doloroſiſſimo! io di cio voltre Jettere non ebbi: 


e quivi le racconto, come Pietro la ſua non vera morte per vera gli 


diſſe; onde credendola morta, aveva, per farle morendo compagnia, 
| | f vi 
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In few plaine woordes the whole that was betyde, he tolde, 

And with his fingar ſhewd his corps out-ſtretched, ſtiffe, and 
colde ; 

And then perſuaded her with pacience to abyde 

This ſodain great miſchaunce; and ſayth, that he will ſoone pro- 
vyde 

In ſome religious houſe for her a quiet place, 

Where ſhe may ſpend the reſt of lyfe, and where in time percaſe 

She 

ivi preſſo lei tolto il veleno : il quale, come acutiſſimo, ſentiva che 

per tutte le membra la morte gli cominciava mandare. 

La ſventurata fanciulla queſto udendo, si dal dolore vinta reſto, 
che altro che le belle ſue chiome, e Pinnocente petto batterſi e 
ſtracciarſ fare non ſapeva: e a Romeo, che gia reſupino giacea, baſ- 
ciandolo ſpeſſo, un mare delle ſue lagrime gli ſpargea ſopra; e el- 
ſendo pit pallida che la cenere divenuta, tutta tremante, diſſe 
Dunque nella mia preſenza e per mia cagione dovete, ſignor 
mio, morire? E il Cielo concedera, che dopo voi (benche poco) 


10 viva? Miſera me! almeno a voi la mia vita poteſſi io donare, e 


ſola morire. 

Al la quale il giovine con voce languida riſpoſe—Se la mia fede 
e'! mio amore mai caro vi tu, viva ſpeme mia, per quello vi priego, 
che dopo me non vi ſpiaccia la vita, ſe non per altra cagione, almen 
per poter penſare di colui, che del voſtro amore preſo, per voi, di- 
nanzi a' bei voſtri occhi, fi muore. A queſto riſpoſe la donna —8e 
voi per la mia finta morte morite, che debbo 1o per le voſtra non 
finta fare? Dogliomi ſolo, che io qui ora dinanzi a voi non abbia il 
modo di morire, e a me ſteſſa, perciocche tanto vivo, odio porto; 
ma io ſpero bene che non paſſerà molto, s come ſtata ſono cagione, 
coſi ſarõ della voſtra morte compagna :—e con fatica, queſte pa- 
role finite, tramortita 6 cadde: e riſentitaſi, andava Win 
con la bella bocca eli eſtremi ſpirti del ſuo caro amante raccogli- 
endo; il qual verſo il ſuo fine a gran paſſo caminava. 

In queſto tempo avea frate Lorenzo inteſo, come e quando la 
giovane la polvere bevuta aveſſe, et che per morta era ſtata ſeppel- 
lita : e ſapendo il termine eſſer giunto, nel quale le detta polvere 
la ſua viriu finiva, preſo un ſuo fidato compagno, forſe un' ora in- 
nanzi al giorno all' arca venne, Alla qual giungendo e ella piagnere 
e dolerſi udendo, per la feſſura del coperchio mirando, e un lume 
dentro vedendovi, maravigliatoſi forte, penſo che la giovane, a 
qualche guiſa, la lucerna con eſſa lei ivi entro portata aveſſe, e che 
ſvegliata, per tema di alcun morto, o forſe di non ſtar ſempre in 
quel luogo rinchiuſa, fi rammaricaſſe, e piagneſſe in tal modo. E 
con Vaita del compagno preſtamente aperta la ſepoltura, vide Giu- 
lietta, la quale, tutta ſcapigliata e dolente, s'era in ſedere levata, et il 
quaſi morto amante nel ſuo grembo recato $'avea; alla quale egli 


diſſe: Dunque temevi, figliuola mia, che io qui dentro ti laſciaſci 


morire? E ella il frate vedendo, e il pianto raddoppiando, riſpoſe— 
Ani temo jo, che voi con la vita me ne traggiate. Deh, per la pi- 
eta di Dio, reſerrate il ſepolchro, e andatevene, in guiſa che 10 qui 
mi muoja: ovvero porgetemi un coltello, che io nel mio petto ferendo, 
di doglia mi tragga. Oh padre mio, oh padre mio, ben mandaſte la 
Os E 3 lettera | 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET: 


She may with wiſdome's meane meaſure her mourning bref, 

And unto her tormented ſoule call back exiled reſt, 

But loe, as ſoon as ſhe had caſt her ruthfull eye 

On Romeus' face, that pale and wan faſt by her fide dyd lye, 

Straight way ſhe dyd unſtop the conduites of her teares, 

And out they guſhe ;—with cruell hand ſhe tare her golden heares, 

But when ſhe neither could her ſwelling ſorow ſwage, 

Ne yet her tender hart abyde her fickenes? furious rage, 

Falne on his corps ſhe lay long panting on his face, 

And then with all her force and ſtrength the ded corps did em- 
brace, 


lettera! Ben f(aro io maritata! Ben me guidarete a Romeo, Ve- 
detelo qui nel mio grembo gia morto. E raccontandogli tutto il 
fatto, glielo moſtrö. Frate Lorenzo queſte coſe udendo, come in- 
ſenſato fi flavaz e mirando il giovine, il qual per paſſare di queſta 
all' altra vita era, forte piagnendo, lo chiamò, dicendo : O Romeo, 
qual ſciagura mi t'ha tolto? parlami alquanto: drizza a me un poco 
gli occhi tuoi? O Romeo, vedi la tua cariſſima Giuilietta, che ti 
piega che la miri; perchè non reſpond1 almeno a lei, nel cui bel 
grembo ti giaci? Romeo al caro nome della ſua donna, alzo al- 
quanto gli languidi occhi dalla vicina morte gravati, e vedutala, 
gli richiuſe: e poco dipoi per le ſue membra la morte diſcorrendo, 
tutto torcendoſi, fatto un brieve ſoſpiro, ft mori.“ 8 
Morto nella guiſa che diviſato vi ho il miſero amante, dopo molto 
pianto, gia vicinandoſi 1] giorno, diſſe 1] frate alla giovane E tu 
Giulietta, che farai? la qual toſtamente riſpoſe - morrommĩ qui entro, 
Come, figliuola, diſſe egli, non dire queſto; eſci fuori, che quan- 
tunque non ſappia che di te farmi, pur non ti manchera il rin- 
chiuderti in qualche ſanto moniſtero, et ivi pregar ſempre Dio per 
te e per lo morto tuo ſpoſo, ſe biſogno ne ha. Al qual diſſe la 
donna: „Padre, altro non vi domando io che quella grazia, la quale 
per lo amor che voi alla felice memoria de coſtui portaſte, (e mo- 
ſtrogli Romeo) mi farete volentieri, e queſto fie, di non far mai 
paleſe la noſtra morte: acciocche gli noſtri corpi poſſano inſieme ſem- 
pre in queſto ſepolchro ſtare; et ſe per caſo il morir noſtro fi riſa- 
peſſe, per lo gia detto amore, vi priego che 1 noſtri miſeri padri, in 
nome di ambo noi, vogliate pregare, che quelli, i quali Amore in 
uno ſteſſo fuoco arſe, e ad una iſteſſa morte conduſſe, non ſia loro 
grave in uno iſteſſo tepolchro laſciare. E voltataſi al giacente cor- 
po di Romeo, il cui capo ſopra uno origliere, che con lei nell' arca 
era ſtato laſciata, poſto aveva, gli occhi meglio rinchiuſi avendogli, 
e di lagrime il freddo volto bagnandogli, diſſe - Che debbo jo ſenza 
te in vita più fare, Signor mio? E che altro mi reſta verſo te, ſe 
non con la mia morte ſeguirti? niente altro-certo : acciocche da te, 
dal quale la morte folo mi poteva ſeparare, la iſteſſa morte ſeparare 
non mi poſſa. E detto queſto, Ja ſua gran ſciagura nell' animo re- 
cataſi, e la perdita del caro amante ricordandoſi, deliberando di 
più non vivere, raccolto a sè il fiato, e per bono ſpazio! tenutolo, e 
poſcia con un gran grido fuori mandando, ſopra il morto corpo 
morta ricadde,” 3 
| 49 
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ROMEUS AND JUL FERT 71 
As though with ſighes, with ſobs, with force, and buſy payne, 


She would him rayſe, and him reſtore from death to lyte agayne: 

A thouſand times ſhe kiſt his mouth, as cold as ſtone, * 

And it unkiſt againe as oft; then gan ſhe thus to mone : 

+ Ah pleaſant prop of all my thoughts, ah onely grounde 

Of all the ſweete delightes that yet in all my lyfe I founde, 

Did ſuch aſſured truſt within thy hart repoſe, 

That in this place and at this time, thy church-yard thou haſt 
choſe, 

Betwixt the armes of me, thy perfect- loving make, 

And thus by meanes of me to ende thy life, and for my ſake? 

Even in the flowring of thy youth, when unto thee 

Thy lyfe moſt deare (as to the moſt) and pleaſant ought to bee, 

How could this tender corps withitand the cruell fight 

Of furious death, that wonts to ſray the ſtouteſt with his ſight ? 

How could thy dainty youth agree with willing hart 

In this fo fowle infected place to dwell, where now thou art? 

Where ſpitefull Fortune hath appoynted thee to bee 

The dainty foode of greedy wormes, unworthy ſure of thee. 

Alas, alas, alas, what neded now anew 

My wonted ſorowes, doubled twiſe, againe thus to renewe; 

Which both the time and eke my patient long abode 

Should now at length have quenched quite, and under foote have 
trode ? 


Ah wretch and caytive that I am, even when I thought 


To fynd my painfull paſſion's falve, I myſt the thing I ſought ; 
And to my mortall harme the fatal knife I grounde, 

That gave to me ſo depe, ſo wide, fo eruell dedly wounde, 

Ah thou, moſt fortunate and moſt unhappy tombe ! 

For thou ſhalt beare, from age to age, witnes in time to comme 


Of the moſt perfect leage betwixt a payre of lovers, 


That were the moſt untortunate and fortunate of others; 
Receave the latter ſigh, receave the latter pang, 7 
Of the moſt cruel! of cruell flaves that wrath and death ay wrang.““ 
And when our Juliet would continue {till her mone, 

The fryer and the ſervant fled, and left her there alone; 

For they a ſodayne noyſe faſt by the place did heare, 

And leſt they might be taken there, greatly they ſtoode in feare. 


When Juliet ſaw her ſelfe left in the vaulte alone, 


That freely ſhe might woorke her will, tor let or ſtay was none, 


Then once for all ſhe tooke the cauſe of all her harmes, 

The body dead of Romeus, and claſped it in her armes; 
Then ſhe with earneſt kifſe ſufficiently did prove, 

That more then by the feare of death, ſhe was attaint by love; 


And then, paſt deadly feare, (for lyfe ne had ſhe care) 


With haſty hand ſhe did draw out the dagger that he ware. 
O welcome death, quoth ſhe, end of unhappines, 
That alſo art begginning of _— happines, 
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ROME US AND JULIET. 


Feare not to dart me nowe, thy ſtripe no longer ſtay, 

Prolong no longer now my lyfe, I hate this long delaye ; 

For ſtraight my parting ſprite, out of this carkas Hed, 

At eaſe, ſhall finde my Romeus' ſprite emong ſo many ded, 

And thou my loving lord, Romeus, my truſty feere, 

If knowledge yet doe reſt in thee, if thou theſe woordes doſt heer, 

Receve thou her, whom thou didſt love fo lawfully, 

That cauld alas! thy violent death, although unwillingly ; 

And therefore willingly offers to thee her goſt, 

To thend that no wight els but thou might have juſt cauſe to 
boſte 

Thinjoying of my love, which ay I have reſerved 

Free trom the reit, bound unto thee, that haſt it well deſerved ; 

That ſo our parted ſprites from light that we ſee here, 

In place of endlefle light and bliſe m may ever live y- fere. 
1 beſe ſaid, her ruthlefle hand through gyrt her valiant hart: 
Ah, ladies, helpe with teares to wayle the ladie's dedly ſmart! 
She grones, ſhe ſtretcheth out her limmes, ſhe ſhuttes her o7 es, 
And from her corps the ſprite doth <a Au hat ſhould I fay ? ſhe 
dyes, 

The watchmen of the towne the whilſt are paſſed by, 

And through the grates the candle light within the tombe they 
{pye ; 

ac they did ſuppoſe inchaunters to be comme, 

That with prepared inſtruments had opend wide the tombe, 

In purpoſe to abuſe the bodies of the ded, 

Which, by theyr ſcience? ayde abuſde, do ſtand them oft in ſted. 

Theyr curious harts deſy re the truth hereof to know : 3 

'T hen they by certaine ſteppes deſcend, where they do fy nd be · 
low, 

In claſped armes y-wrapt the huſband and the wyfe, 

In whom as yet they ſeemd to ſee ſomme certaine markes of lyfe, 

But when more cunouſly with leyſure they did vew, 

The certainty of both theyr deathes aſſuredly they knew: 

Then here and there ſo long with carefull eye they ſought, 

That at the length hidden they found the murtherers 9 they 
thought. 

In dungeon depe that night they lodgde them under „ | 

The next day do they tel] the prince the miſchiefe that they 
found, 

The newes was by and by e the towne dyſpred, 
Both of the taking of the trycr, and of the two found ded. 
Thether vou might have leene lrhote houſholds forth to ronne, 


For to the tombe where they did heare this wonder ſtraunge was 


donne, 
The great, the ſmall, the riche, the poore, the yong, the olde, 
With haſty pace do ronne to ſee, but rew when they beholde. 


And 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 


And that the murtherers to all men might be knowne, 

(Like as the murder's brute abrode through all the towne was 
blowne) 

The prince did ſtraight ordaine, the corſes that wer founde 

Should be ſet forth upon a ſtage hye rayſed from the grounde, 

Right in the ſelfe ſame fourme, ſhewde forth to all mens fight, 

That in the hollow valt they had been found that other night; 

And eke that Romeus' man and fryer Lawrence ſhould 

Be openly examined ; for els the people would 

Have murmured, or taynd there were ſome waighty cauſe 

Why openly they were not calde, and ſo convict by lawes. 

The holy tryer now, and reverent by his age, 

In great reproche ſet to the ſhew upon the open ſtage, 

(A thing that ill beſeemde a man of filver heares) 

His , beard as whyte as mylke he bathes with great faſt-falling 
teares: | 

Whom ſtraight the dredfull judge commaundeth to declare 

Both, how this murther hath been donne, and who the murtherers 
are ; 

For that he nere the tombe was found at howres unfitte, 

And had with him thoſe yron tooles for ſuch a purpoſe fitte. 

The frier was of lively ſprite and free of ſpeche, 

The judge's woords appald him not, ne were his wittes to ſeeche. 

But with adviſed heed a while fyrſt did he ſtay, 

And then with bold aſſured voyce aloud thus gan he ſay: 

„My lordes, there 1s not one emong you, ſet togyther, 

So that, affection ſet aſide, by wiſdome he conſider 

My former paſſed ly fe, and this my extreme age, 

And eke this heavy fight, the wreke of frantike Fortune's rage, 

But that, amaſed much, doth wonder at this chaunge, 

So great, ſo ſodainly befalne, unlooked for, and ſtraunge. 

For I that in the ſpace of fixty yeres and tenne, 

Since fyrſt J did begin, to ſoone, to lead my lyfe with men, 

And with the worlde's vaine thinges myſelte I did acquaint, 

Was never yet, in open place, at any time attaynt 

With any cryme, in weight as heavy as a ruſne, 

Ne is there any ſtander by can make me gylty bluſhe ; 

Although betore the face of God I doe confeſſe 

Myſelfe to be the ſiufulſt wretch of all this mighty preſſe. 

When readieſt I am and likelieſt to make 

My great accompt, Which no man els for me ſhall undertake ; 

When wormes, the earth, and death, doe cyte me every howre, 

Tappeare before the judgment ſeate of everlaſting powre, 

And falling ripe I ſteppe upon my grave's brinke, 

Eren then, am I, moſt wretched wight, as eche of you doth thinke, 

Through my molt haynous deede, with hedlong {way throwne 
downe, | 

In greateſt daunger of wy lyfe, and damage of renowne, 


The 
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74 SOMEUDS AND JULIET. 
The ſpring, whence in your head this new conceite doth ryſe, ; 
(And in your hart increaſeth ſtill your vayne and wrong ſurmiſe) ; 
May be the hugenes of theſe teares of myne, percaſe, 
That ſo abundantly downe fall by eyther ſyde my face; | 
As though the memory in ſcriptures were not kept c 
That Chriſt our Saviour himſelfe for ruth and pitie wept : 1 
And more, who ſo will reade, y-written ſhall he fynde, r 
That teares are as true meſſengers of man's ungylty mynde. ; 
Or els, a liker proofe that I am in the cryme, c 
You ſay theſe preſent yrons are, and the ſuſpected time: p 
As though all howres alike had not been made above ! | 
Did Chriſt not ſay, the day had twelve? wherby he ſought ta ] 
prove, ] 


That no reſpect of howres ought juſtly to be had, 
But at all times men have the choyce of doing good or bad; 


Even as the ſprite of God the harts of men doth guyde, 1 
Or as it leaveth them to ſtray from vertue's path aſyde. | 
As for the yrons that were taken in my hand, 1 
As now I deeme, I nede not ſeeke to make ye underſtand ö 
To what uſe yron firſt was made, when it began; 1 


How of it ſelte it helpeth not, ne yet can hurt a man. 
'The thing that hurteth 1s the malice of his will, 
1 That ſuch indifferent thinges is wont to uſe and order yll. 
| Thus much I thought to ſay, to cauſe you ſo to know a 
79 That neither theſe my piteous teares, though nere ſo faſt they 
flowe, 
Ne yet theſe yron tooles, nor the ſuſpected time, 
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© 33801 Can juſtly prove the murther donne, or damne me of the cryme ; 
tt No one of theſe hath powre, ne power have all the three, 
23 To make me other than I am, how ſo I ſeeme to be. 

42 But ſure my conſcience, if I ſo gylt deſerve, 


"230 For an appeacher, witneſſe, and a hangman, eke ſhould ſerve ; 
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490088 For through mine age, whoſe heares of long time ſince were hore, 
. And credyt greate that I was in, with you, in time tofore, | 
1 And eke the ſojorne ſhort that I on earth muſt make, 

Rte: | That every day and howre do loke my journey hence to take, 

bake”. | | My conſcience inwardly ſhould more torment me thriſe, 

„ Then all the outward deadly payne that all you could devyſe. 
"4 But God I prayſe, I feele no worme that gnaweth me, 

4 And from remorſes pricking ſting 1 joy that I am free: : 
** 21. I meane, as touching this, wherewith you troubled are, 

E. * | Wherewith you ſhould be troubled ſtill, it 1 my ſpeche ſhould ſpare, 
12 +; But to the end I may ſet all your hartes at reſt, 

. 2" i | And pluck out all the ſcrupuls that are rooted in your breſt, 
n Which might perhappes hencetorth increaſing more and more, 

5 5 5 Within your conſcience alſo increaſe your cureleſle fore, 

Ms 5 4 | I ſweare by yonder heavens, whither I hope to clym, 

7 . il (And for a witnes of my woordes my hart atteſteth him, 

'W: . b 4 | Whoſe 
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ROMEUS AND JULIET. 5 


Whoſe mighty hand doth welde them in theyr violent ſway, 

And on the rolling ſtormy ſeas the heavy earth doth ſtay) 

That Iwill make a ſhort and eke a true dyſcourſe 

Of this moſt wotull tragedy, and ſhew both thend and ſourſe 

Of theyr unhappy death, which you perchaunce no leſſe 

Will wonder at then they alas! poore lovers in diſtreſſe, 

Tormented much in mynd, not forcing hvely breath, 

With ſtrong and patient hart dyd yelde them ſelfe to cruell death: 

Such was the mutual love wherein they burned both, 

And of their promyſt frendſhippe's tayth ſo ſtedy was the troth.“ 
And then the auncient fryer began to make diſcourſe, 

Even from the firſt, of Romeus' and Juliet's amours; 

How firit by ſodayn fight the one the other choſe, 

And twixt them ſelfe dyd knitte the knotte which onely death 

might loſe ; 

And how, within a while, with hotter love oppreſt, 

Under confeſſion's cloke, to him themſelfe they have addreſt ; 

And how with ſolemne othes they have proteſted both, 

That they in hart are maried by promiſe and by othe ; 

And that except he graunt the rytes of church to geve, 

They ſhal be forſt by earneſt love iu finnetul ſtate to live: 

Which thing when he had wayde, and when he underſtoode 

That the agreement twixt them twayne was lawfull, honeſt, good, 

And all thinges peyſed well, it ſeemed meet to bee 

(For lyke they were of nobleneſſe, age, riches, and degree); 

Hoping that ſo at length ended might be the ſtryfe 

Of Montagewes and Capelets, that led in hate theyr lyfe, 

Thinking to woorke a worke well-pleaſing in God's fight, 

In ſecret ſhrift he wedded them; and they the ſelfe ſame night 

Made up the mariage in houſe of Capilet, 

As well doth know (if ſhe be aſkt) the nurce of Juliet. 

He told how Romeus fled for reving Tybalt's lyfe, 

And how, the whilſt, Paris the earle was offred to his wife 

And how the lady dyd fo great a wrong dyſdayne, 

And how to ſhrift unto his church ſhe came to him agayne ; 

And how ſhe fell flat downe betore his feet aground, 

And how ſhe ſware, her hand and bloody knite ſhould wound 

Her harmles hart, except that he ſome meane dyd fynde 

To dyſappoynt the earles attempt; and ſpotles fave her mynde, 

Wherefore, he doth conclude, although that long before 

By thought of death and age he had refuſde for evermore 

The hidden artes which he delighted in, in youth, 

Yet wonne by her importunenes, and by his inward ruth, 

And fearing leſt ſhe would her cruell vowe dyſcharge, 

His cloſed conſcience he had opened and ſet at large; 

And rather did he chooſe to ſuffer for one tyme 
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ROME US AND JU LIE I. 


Then that the lady ſnould, wery of livyng breath, 

Murther her ſelfe, and daunger much her ſeely ſoule by death: 

Wherefore his auncient artes agayne he puts in ure; 

A certaine powder gave he her, that made her ſlepe ſo ſure, 

That they her held for dead; and how that fryer John 

With letters ſent to Romeus to Mantua is gone; 

Of whom he knoweth not as yet, what is become; 

And how that dead he found his frend within her kindred's tombe. 

He thinkes with poyſon ſtrong, for care the yong man ſterved, 

Suppoſing Juliet dead; and how that Juliet hath carved 

With Romeus dagger drawne her hart, and yelded breath, 

Deſyrous to accompany her lover after death; 

And how they could not ſave her, ſo they were afeard, 

And hidde themſelfe, dreading the noyſe of watchmen, that they 
heard. | a 

And for the proofe of this his tale, he doth deſyer 

The judge to ſend forthwith to Mantua for the fryer, 

To learne his cauſe of ſtay, and eke to read his letter; 


And, more beſide, to thend that they might judge his cauſe the 


better, | 
He prayeth them depoſe the nurce of Juliet, 
And Romeus' man, whom at unawares beſyde the tombe he met. 
Then Peter, not ſo much, as erit he was, diſmayd : 
My lordes, quoth he, too true is all that fryer Laurence ſayd. 
And when my maiſter went into my myſtres' grave, 
This letter that I offer you, unto me he gave, 
Which he him ſelfe dyd write, as I do underſtand, 
And charged me to ofter them unto his father's hand. 
The opened packet doth conteyne in it the ſame 
That erit the ſkilfull fryer ſaid ; and eke the wretche's name 
That had at his requeſt the dedly poyſon ſold, 
The price of it, and why he bought his letters playne have tolde. 
The caſe unfolded fo and open now it lyes, 


That they could wiſh no better proofe, fave ſeeing it with theyr 


eyes : 

80 8 all thinges were tolde, and tryed out, 

That in the preaſe there was not one that ſtoode at all in doute. 

1 he wy ſer ſort, to counſell called by Eſcalus, 

Have geven advice, and Eſcalus fagely decreeth thus : - 

The nurſe of Juliet is baniſht in her age, | 

Becauſe that from the parentes ſhe dyd hyde the mariage, 

Which might have wrought much good had it in time been 
knowne, | 

Where now by her concealing it a miſcheefe great is growne; 

And Peter, for he dyd obey his maſter's heſt, 

In woonted freedome had good leave to leade his lyfe in reſt : 

Thapothecary high is hanged by the throte, 

And, for the pay nes he tooke with him, the hangman had his cote. 

But 
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But now what ſhall betyde of this gray-bearded ſyre, | 

Of fryer Lawrence thus araynde, that good barefooted fryre ? 

Becauſe that many times he woorthily did ſerve 

The common welth, and in his lyfe was never found to ſwerve, 

He was diſcharged quyte, and no mark of defame 

Did ſeeme to blot or touch at all the honor of his name. 

But of himſelfe he went into an hermitage, 

Two miles from Veron towne, where he in prayers paſt forth his 
age; 

Till that from earth to heaven his heavenly ſprite dyd flye : 

Fyve yeres he lived an hermite, and an hermite dyd he dye. 

The ftraungenes of the chaunce, when tryed was the truth, 

'The Montagewes and Capelets hath moved fo to ruth, 

That with their emptyed teares theyr choler and theyr rage 

Has emptied quite; and they, whoſe wrath no wiſdom could aſ- 
ſwage, - 

Nor threatning of the prince, ne mynde of murthers donne, 
At length, (ſo mighty Jove it would) by pitye they are wonne. 
Ard leſt that length of time might from our myndes remove 

The memory of ſo perfect, found, and ſo approved love, 
The bodies dead, removed from vaulte where they did dye, 
In ſtately tombe, on pillars great of marble, rayſe they hye. 
On every ſyde above were ſer, and eke beneath, 

Great ſtore of cunning epitaphes, in honor of theyr death. 
And even at this day the tombe is to be ſeene; 

Zo that among the monumentes that in Verona been, 

There is no monument more worthy of the fight, 

Then 1s the tombe of Juliet and Romeus her knight, 


a Imprinted at London in Fleete Strete within Temble 
barre, at the ſigne of the hand and ſtarre, by 
Richard Tottill the xix day of November. An. 
do. 1c62, 
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